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THE TWO DESTINIES 

THE PRELUDE: 

[in TWO NARRATIVE / 

(1) THE GUEST WHITES THE HISTORY OB' TUB 
DINNER-PARTY. 

Many years have passed since my wife and I left tlie 
United States to pay our first visit to England. 

We were provided with letters of introduction, sal a 
matter of course. Among them there was a letter which 
had been written for us by my wife’s brother. It pre- 
sented us to an English gentleman who held a high rank 
on the list of his friends. . 

f “You will become acquainted with Mr. George Ger- 
jmaine,” my brother-in-law said, when we took leave of 
| him, “ at a very interesting period of his life. My last 
[news of him tells me that he is just married. I know 
nSthipg of the lady, or of the circumstances under which 
my friend first met her. But of this I am certain: 
married or single, George Germaine will give you and 
'your wife a hearty welcome to England, for my sake.” 


% fruft-rm) jr»S; vsftss. 

The day after our arrival in Loudon, we |bft our 
/letter of introduction at the house of Mr. Germane. 

The nest morning we went to see a favourite object 
of American interest, in the metropolis of England — the 
Tower of London. The citizens of the United States find 
this relic of the good old times of great use in raising 
thejr national estimate of the value of Republican Insti- 
tutions. On getting back to the hotel, the cards of Mr. 
and Mrs. Germaine told us that they had already returned 
■ our visit. The same evening wo received an invitation 
to dine with the newly married couple. It was enclosed 
in a little note from Mrs. Germaine to my wife, warning 
ub that we were not to expect to meet a large party. 
“ It is the first dinnor wo give, on our return from our 
wedding tour ” (the lady wrote) ; “ and you will only be 
introduced to a few of my husband's old friends.” 

In America, and (as I hear) on the continent of 
Europe also, when your host invites you to dine at a 
given hour, you pay him the compliment of arriving 
punctually at his house. In England alone, the incom- 
prehensible and discourteous custom prevails of keeping 
the host and tho dinner waiting for hah an hour or more 
—without any assignable reason, and without any better 
excuse than the purely formal apology that is implied in 
^the words, “ Sorry to he late.” 

Arriving at the appointed time at tho house of Mr. 
and Mrs. Germaine, we had every ren&ou to congratulate 
ourselves on the ignorant punctuality which had brought 
us into tho drawing-room half an hour in advance of the 
other quests. 



In the first place, there was so much heartiness, "and 
so little ceremony in the welcome accorded to ns that Wo 
almost fancied ourselves back in ottr Own country. In 
the second place, both husband and wife interested ns, 
the moment we set eyes on them. The lady, especially, 
although bhe was not, strictly speaking, a beautiful 
woman, quite fascinated us. There was an artless charm 
in her faco and manner, a simple grace in all he® move* 
monts, a low delicious melody in her voice. Which We 
Americans felt to ho simply irresistible. And then, it* 
was so plain (and so pleasant) to see that here at least 
was a happy marriage ! Here wore two people who liad 
all tluir dearest hopes, wishes, and sympathies in 
common — who looked, if I may risk the expression, bom 
to be man and wife. By the time when tho fashionable 
delay of the half-hour had expired, we were talking 
together ns familiarly and as confidentially as if we had 
been, all four of us, old friends. 

Eight o’clock struck; and the first of the English 
guests appeared. 

Having forgotten this gentleman’s name, I must beg 
have to di 1 tinguish him by a letter of the alphabet. Let 
me call him Mr. A. "When he entered the room alono, 
our host and hostess both started, and both looked sur- 
prised. Apparently, they expected him to be* account, 
pauied by some other person. Mr. Germaine put a 
ciu’ious question to his Mend. 

“ Whero is your wife ? ” ho asked. 

Mr. A. answered for the absent lady by a neat little 
apology, expressed in these words — 
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THE TWO 

Slit* has got a bad cold. She is very sorry. She 
begs mo to make her excuses.” 

Ho had just time to deliver his message before 
another unaccompanied gentloman appeared. Reverting 
to the lctfere of tho alphabet, let me call him Mr. B. 
Once more I noticed that our host and hostess started 
vhon they saw him enter tho room, alone. And, rather 
to my surprise, I heard Mr. Gormaine put his curious 
question again to tho new guest. 

“ Where is your wife ? ” 

The answer — with slight variations — was Mr,, A.’s 
neat little apology, repeated by Mr. B. 

“ I am very sorry. Mrs. B. has got a bad headache. 
She is subject to had headaches. She begs mo to make 
her excuses.” 

Mr. and Mrs. Germaine glanced at one another. The 
husband’s face plainly expressed the suspicion which 
this sei ond apology had roused in his mind. The wife 
was steady and calm. An interval pasbed — a silent 
interval. Mr. A. and Mr. B. retired together guiltily 
into a corner. My wife and I looked at the pictures. 

Mrs. Germaine was the first to relieve us from our 
own intolerable silence. Two more guests, it appeared, 
were still wanting to complete tho party. 

“Shall we have dinner at once, George?” she 
Baid to her husband. “ Or shall we wait for Mr, and 
Mrs. C.?” 

“ We will wait five minutes,” he answered shortly— 
with his eye on Mr. A. and Mr. B., guiltily secluded in 
their comer. 



The drawing-room door opened- We all tone# 
third married lady was expected ; we all looked toward^ I 
the door in unutterable anticipation. Our unexpressed"? 
hopes rested silently on the possible appearance of Mw*^| 
0. Would that admirable, but unknown, woman at once* 
eharm and relieve us by her presence ? I shudder as t '( 
write it. Mr. C. walked into the room — and walked in, f 
alone, 

Mr. Germaine suddenly varied his formal inquiry, in * 
receiving the new guest. ’ \’ 

“ Is your wife ill ? ” he asked. 

Mr. C. was an elderly man ; Mr. C. had lived (judg- 
ing by appearances) in the days when the old-fashioned 
laws of politeness were still in force. He discovered his , 
two married brethren in their corner, unaccompanied 
fcy their wives ; and he delivered his apology for his . 
wife, with the air of a man who felt unaffectedly 
ashamed of it. 

“ Mrs. C. is so sorry. She has got 6uch a bad cold. 
She does so regret not being able to accompany me.” 

At this third apology Mr. Germaine’s indignation 
forced its way outwards into expression in words. 

“ Two bad colds, and one bad headache,” he said, 
with ironical politeness. “I don’t know how your 
wives agree, gentlemen, when they are well. But, when 
they are ill, their unanimity is wonderful ! ” 

The dinner was announced as that sharp saying 
passed his lips. 

I had the honour of taking Mrs. Germaine to the 
dining-room. Her sense of the implied insult offered - *, 
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to her by the wives of her husband’s friends only showed 
itself in a trembling, a very slight trembling, of the 
hand that rested on my arm. My interest in her in- 
creased tenfold. Only, a woman who had been accus- 
tomed to suffer, who had been broken and disciplined 
to self-restraint, could have endured the moral martyr- 
. dom inflicted on her as this woman endured it, from the 
beginning of the evening to the end. 

, Am I using the language of exaggeration, when 
I write of my hostess in these terms? Look at the 
circumstances, as they struck two strangers like my 
wife and myself. 

Sere was the first dinner-party which Mr. and Mrs. 
Germaine had given since their marriage. Three of 
Mr. Germaine’s friends, all married men, had been 
invited, with their wives, to meet Mr. Germaine’s wife, 
and had (evidently) accepted the invitation without 
reserve. What discoveries had taken place, between 
the giving of the invitation and the giving of the dinner, 
it was impossible to say. The one thing plainly dis- 
cernible was that, in the interval, the threo wives had 
agreed in the resolution to leave their husbands to 
represent them at Mrs. Germaine’s tablo; and, more 
amazing still, the husbands had so far approved of the 
grossly discourteous conduct of the wives, as to consent 
to make the most insultingly trivial excuses for their 
absence. Could any crueller slur than this have been 
cast on a woman, at the outset of her married life, 
before the face of her husband, and in the presence 
of two strangers from another country? Is “mar- 
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tyrdom” too big a word to use in describing what a 
sensitive person must have suffered, subjected to sueb 
treatment as this ? Well, I think not. 

We took our places at the dinner-table. Don’t ask 
me to describe that most miserable of mortal meetings, 
that weariest and dreariest of human festivals. It is 
quite bad enough to remember that evening — it is 
indeed ! 

My wife and 1 did our best to keep the conversation 
moving as easily and as harmlessly as might be. I may- 
say that we really worked hard. Nevertheless, our 
success was not very encouraging. Try as we might 
to overlook them, there were the three empty places 
of the three absent women, speaking in their own 
dismal language for themselves. Try as we might to 
resist it, we all felt tho onfi sad conclusion which those 
empty places persisted in forcing on our minds. It was 
surely too plain that some terrible report, affecting 
tho character of the unhappy woman at the head of the 
table, had unexpectedly come to light, and had at one 
blow destroyed her position in the estimation of her 
husband’s friends. In tho face of the excuses in 
the drawing-room, in tho faee of the ompty places 
at the diuner-table, what could the friendliest guests 
do, to any good purpose, to help the husband aud wife 
in their sore and sudden nood? They could say good 
night at the earliest possiblo opportunity, and mercifully 
leave the married pair to themselves. 

Let it at least be recorded to the credit of the tltreo 
gentlemen designated in these pages as A., 33., and C.*> 
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. that they we sufficiently ashamed of themselves and 
their wives to be the first members of the dinner-party 
who left the house. In a few minutes more, we rose 
to follow their example. Mrs. Germaine earnestly 
requested that we would delay our departure. 

“ Wait a few minutes,” she whispered, with a glance 
at her husband. “I have something ^ to say to you 
: before you go.” 

She left us ; and, taking Mr. Germaine by the arm, 
.led him away to the opposite side of the room. The 
two held a little colloquy together in low voices. The 
husband closed the consultation by lifting the wife’s 
band to his lips. 

“Do as you please, my love,” he said to her. “I 
leave it entirely to you.” 

He sat down sorrowfully, lost in his thoughts. Mrs. 
Germaine unlocked a cabinet at the farther end of the 
room, and returned to us alono, carrying a small port- 
folio in her hand. 

“No words of mino can tell how gratefully I feel 
your kindness,” sho said, with perfect simplicity and 
with perfect dignity at the same time. “Under very 
trying circumstances, you have treated me with the 
tenderness and tho sympathy which you might have 
shown to an old friend. Tho ono return I can make 
for all that I owe to you is to admit you to my fullest 
confidence, and to leave you to judge for yourselves 
whether I deserve tho treatment which I have received 
to-night.” 

f. Her eyes filled with tears. She paused to control 
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herself. We both begged her to say no more. He*, 
husband, joining us, added his entreaties to ours. She 
thanked us, but she persisted. Like most sensitively 
organized persons, she could be resolute when she 
believed that the occasion called for it. 

“I have a few words more to say,” she resumed, 
addressing my wife. “You are the only married 
woman who has come to our little dinner-party. The 
marked absence of tho othor wives explains itself. B 
is not for me to say whether they are right or wrong 
in refusing to sit at our table. My dear husband'— who 
knows my wholo life as well as I know it myself— ex- 
pressed the wish that we should invito these ladies# 
He wrongly supposed that his estimate of me would 
be the estimate accepted by his friends j and neither 
he nor i anticipated that the misfortunes of my past 
life would ho revealed by some person acquainted with 
them, whose treachery we have yet to discover. The 
least I can do, by way of acknowledging your kindness, 
is to place you in the same position towards me which 
the other ladies now occupy. Tho circumstances under 
which X have become the wifo of Mr. Germaine are, in 
some respects, very remarkable. They are rolated, 
without suopression or reserve, in a little narrative 
which my husband wrote, at the time of our marriage, 
for the satisfaction of one of his old friends whose good 
opinion ho was unwilling to forfeit. The manuscript 
is in this portfolio. After what has happened, I ask 
you to read it as a personal favour to mo. It is for 
you to docide, when you know all, whether I am a 
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fit 'person for an honest woman to associate with, 
Qrnai* 1 ' v, ' i " •' 

She held ont her hand with a sweet, sad smile, and 
bade ns good night. My wife, in her impnlsive way, 
forgot the formalities proper to the occasion, and kissed 
her at parting. At that one little act of sisterly 
sympathy, the fortitude which the poor creature had 
preserved all through the evening gave way in an in- 
stant- She burst into tears. 

I felt as fond of her and as sorry for her as my wife. 
But (unfortunately) I could not take my wife’s privilege 
of kissing her. On our way downstairs, I found the 
opportunity of saying a cheering word to her husband 
as he accompanied us to the door. 

“Before I open this,” I remarked, pointing to the 
portfolio under my arm, “my mind is made up, sir, 
about one thing. If I wasn’t married already, I tell 
you this — I should envy you your wife.” 

He pointed to the portfolio, in his turn. 

“ Bead what I have written there,” he said ; “ and you 
will understand what those false friends of mine have 
made me suffer to-night.” 

The next m orning my wife and I opened the portfolio. 
It contained two manuscripts, which we here present in 
their order as we read them. 
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(2) GEORGE GERMAINE WRITES THE HISTORY OF HIS 
FIRST ROVE. 


I. 

Look back, my memory, through the dim labyrinth <4 
the past, through the mingling joys and sorrows of 
twenty years. Eise again, my boyhood’s days by the 
winding greon shores of the little lake. Come to me 
once more, my child-love, in the innocent beauty of your 
first ten years of life. Let us live again, my angel, as 
we lived in our first Paradise, before sin and sorrow lifted 
their flaming swords, and drove us out into the world. , 

The month was March. The last wild-fowl of the 
season were floating on tho waters of the lake which, in 
our Suffolk tongue, we called Greenwater Broad. 

Wind where it might, tho grassy banks and the over- 
hanging trees tinged the lake with the soft green 
reflections from which it took its name. In a creek at 
the south end the boats were kept — my own pretty 
sailing-boat having a tiny natural harbour all to itself. 
In a creek at the north end stood the great trap (called a 
“Decoy”), used for snaring tho wild-fowl who flocked 
every winter, by thousands and thousands, to Green- 
water Broad. 

My little Mary and I went out together, hand in 
hand, to see the last birds of the season lured into the 
Decoy. 

The outer part of tho strange bird-trap rose from the i 
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waters of the lake in a series of circular arches, formed 
of elastic branches bent to the needed shape, and 
covered with folds of fine network making the roof. 
Little by little diminishing in size, the arches and their 
network followed the secret windings of the creek inland 
to its end. Built back round the arches, on their land- 
ward side, ran a wooden paling, high enough to hide a 
man kneeling behind it from the view of the birds on the 
lake. At certain intervals, a hole was broken in the 
paling, just large enough to allow of the passage through 
it of a dog of the terrier or the spaniel breed. And there 
began and ended the simple yet sufficient mechanism of 
the Decoy. 

In those days, I was thirteen, and Mary was ten 
years old. Walking on our way to the lake, we had 
Mary’s father with us, for guide and companion. The 
good man served as bailiff on my lather’s estate. lie 
Was, besides, a skilled master in tho art of decoying 
ducks. The dog who helped him (we used no tamo 
ducks as decoys in Suffolk) was a little black terrier : a 
skilled muster also, in his way; a creature who pos- 
sessed, in equal proportions, the enviable advantages of 
perfect good humour and perfect common sense. 

The dog followed the bailiff, and wo followed the dog. 

Arrived at tho pal nig which snrrotmdod tho Decoy, 
the dog sat down to wait until he was wanted. The 
bailiff and the children crouched behind the paling, 
and peeped through the outermost dog-hole, which com- 
manded a full View of the lake. It was a day without 
wind; not a ripple stirred the surface of the water; 
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the soft grey clouds filled all the sky, and hid the wan 
from view. * 

We peeped through the hole in the paling. There 
wore the wild ducks — collected within easy reach of the 
Decoy — placidly dressing their feathers on the placid 
surface of^the lake. 

The bailiff looked at the dog and made a sign. The 
dog looked at the bailiff, and, stepping forward quietly, 
passed through the hole, so as to show himself on the 
narrow strip of ground shelving down from the outer 
side of the paling to the lake. 

First one duck, then another, then half a dozen 
togetlici*, discovered the dog. » 

A new object showing itself on the solitary scene, 
instantly became an object of all-devouring curiosity to 
the ducks. The outermost of them began to swim slowly 
towards the strange four-footed creature, planted mo- 
tionless on the bank. By twos and threes the main body 
of the water-fowl gradually followed the advanoed guard. 
Swimming nearer and nearer to the dog, the wary dUckB 
suddenly came to a halt, and, poised on the water, 
viewed from a safe distance the phenomenon on the 
land. 

The bajliff, kneeling behind the paling, whispered, 

“ Trim ! ” 

Hearing his name, the terrier turned about, and 
retiring through the hole, became lost to the view of the 
ducks. Motionless on tho wator, the wild-fowl wondered 
and waited. In a minute more, the dog had trotted 
round, and had shown himself through the nest hole in * 



ttofe paling ; pierced further inward, where the lakeranup 
into the outermost of the windings of the creek. 

The second appearance of the terrier instantly pro- 
duced a second fit of curiosity among the 1 ducks. With 
one accord, they swam forward again, to gel another and 
a nearer view of the dog ,* then, judging their safe dis- 
tance once more, they stopped for the second time, under 
the outermost arch of the Decoy. Again the dog 
vanished, and the puzzled ducks waited. An interval 
passed — and the third appearance of Trim .took place, 
through a third hole in the paling, pierced further 
inland, up the creek. For the third time, irresistible 
curiosity urged the ducks to advance, further and further 
inward under the fatal arches of the Decoy. A fourth 
and a fifth time the game went on, until the dog had 
lured the water-fowl, from point to point, into the inner 
recesses of the Decoy. There, a last appearance of 
Trim took place. A last advance, a last cautious pause 
was made by the ducks. The bailiff touched the strings. 
The weighted network fell vertically into the water, and 
closed the Decoy. There, by dozens on dozens, were the 
ducks, caught by means of their own curiosity — with 
nothing hut a little dog for a bait ! In a few hours 
afterwards, they were all dead ducks, on their way to 
the London market. 

As the last act in the curious comedy of the Decoy 
came to its end, little Mary laid her hand on my 
shoulder, and. raising herself on tiptoe, whispered in 
my ear — 

*' George ! come home with me. I have got some- 
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thing to show you that is better worth seeing than the 
ducks.” 

“What is it?” 

“ It’s a surprise. I won’t tell you." 

“ Will you give me a kiss ? ” 

The charming little creature put her slim* sunburnt 
arms round my neck, and answered — 

“ As many kisses as you like, George.” 

It was innocently said on her side. It was innocently 
done on mine. The good, easy bailiff, looking aside at 
the moment from his ducks, discovered us pursuing our 
boy-and-girl courtship in each other’s arms. He shook 
his big forefinger at us, with something of a sad and 
doubting smil6. 

“ Ah, Master Georgo ! Master George ! ” he said. 

‘When your father comes 'home, do you think he 
will approve of his son and heir kissing his bailiff’s 
daughter ? ” 

“When my father comes home,” I answcred j with 
great dignity, “ I shall tell him the truth. I shall say I 
am going to marry your daughter.” 

The bailiff burst out laughing, and looked back again 
at his ducks. 


“ Well ! well ! ” we heard him say to liimsolf. 
“ They re only children. There’s no call, poor things, 
to part them yet awhile.” 

Mary and I had a great dislike to he called children. 
Properly understood, one of ns was a lady aged ten, and 
the other was a gentleman aged thirteen. We left the 
good bailiff indignant!}-, and went away together, hand 
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"He is growing too fast," said the doctor to my mother; 

and he is getting a great deal too clever for a boy at 
his age. Bemove him from school, ma’am, for six 
months ; let him run about in the open air at home ; 
and, if you find him with a book in his hand, take it 
away directly. There is my prescription ! ” 

Those words decided my fate in life. 

In obedience to the doctor’s advice, I was left, an 
idle boy — without brothers, sisters, or companions of my 
own age — to roam about the grounds of our lonely 
counfay honse. The bailiff’s daughter, like me, was an 
only child; and, like me, she had no playfellows. We 
met in our wanderings on tho solitary shores of tho lake. 
Beginning by being inseparable companions, wo ripened 
and developed into true lovers. Our preliminary court- 
ship concluded, wo next proposed (before I returned to 
school) to burst into complete maturity by becoming 
man and wife. 

I am not writing in jest. Absurd as it may appear 
to “ sensiblo people,” we two children were lovers — if 
ever there were lovers yet. 

We had no pleasures apart from the ono all-sufficient 
pleasure which we found in each other’s society. Wo 
objected to the night, because it parted us. We entreated 
our parents, on either side, to let us sleep in the same 
room. I was angry with my mother, and Mary was 
disappointed in her father, when they laughed at us, and 
wondered what we should want next. Looking onward, ' 
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from those days to the days of my manhood, 1 can 
vividly recall such hours of happiness as havo fallen to 
my share. But I remember no delights of that later 
time comparable to the exquisite and enduring pleasure 
that filled my young being when I walked with Mary in 
the woods ; when I sailed with Mary in my boat on the 
lake; when I met Mary, after the cruel separation of the 
night, and flew into her open arms as if we had been 
parted for months and months together. 

What was the attraction that drew us so closely one 
to the other, at an age when the sexual sympathies lay 
dormant in her and in me ? 

We neither knew nor sought to know. We obeyed 
the impulse) to love one another as a bird obeys tho 
impulse to fly. 

Let it not be supposed that'we possessed any natural 
gifts or advantages which singled us out as differing in a 
marked way from other children at our time of life. We 
possessed nothing of the sort. I had been called a clever 
boy at school; but there were thousands of other boys at 
thousands of other schools, who headed their classes and 
won their prizes like me. Personally speaking, I was in 
no way remarkable — except for being, in the ordinary 
phrase, “tall for my age.” On her side, Mary displayed 
no striking attractions. Sho was a fragile child, with 
mild, grey eyes and a pale complexion; singularly unde- 
monstrative, singularly shy and silent, except when she 
was alone with me. Such beauty as she had, in those 
early days, lay in a certain artless purity and tenderness 
of expression, and in the charming reddish-brown colour 
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of* her hair, varying quaintly and prettily in different 
lights. To all outward appearance two perfectly com- 
monplace children, we were mysteriously united by some 
kindred association of the spirit in her and the spirit in 
me, which not only defied discovery by our young selves, 
but which lay too deep for investigation by far older and 
far wiser heads than ours. 

You will naturally wonder whether anything was done 
by our elders to check our precocious attachment, while 
it was still an innocent love-union between a boy and a 
girl. 

Nothing was done by my fathor — for the simple reason 
that he was away from home. 

He was a man of a restless and speculative turn of 
mind. Inheriting las estate burdened with debt, bis 
grand ambition was to increase his small available - 
income by his own exertions; to set up an establishment 
in London; and to climb to political distinction by the 
ladder of Parliament. An old friend who had emigrated 
to America had proposed to him a speculation in agricul- 
ture in one of the Western States, which was to make 
both their fortunes. My father’s eccentric fancy was 
struck by the idea. For more than a year* past he had 
been away from us in the United States ; and all we 
knew of him (instructed by his letters) was that ho 
might be shortly expected to return to us in the enviable 
' character of one of the richest men in England. 

As for my poor mother — the sweetest and softost- 
hearted of women— 4o see me happy was all that she 
desired. 
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The quaint Kttle love-romance of 'the two children 
amused and interested her. She jested with Mary’s 
father about the coming union between the two families, 
without one serious thought of the future — without even 
a foreboding of what might happen when my father 
returned. “Sufficient for the day is the evil (or the 
good) thereof,” had been my mother’s motto all her life. 
She agreed with the easy philosophy of the bailiff, 
already recorded in these pages: “They’re only children; 
there’s no call, poor things, to part them yet awhile ! ” * 

There was one member of tho family, however, Who 
took a sensible and serious view of the matter. 

My father’s brother paid us a visit in our solitude—* 
discovered what was going on between Mary and me— 
and was at first, naturally enough, inclined to langh at 
us. Closer investigation altered his way of thinking. 
He became convinced that my mother was acting like a 
fqol ; that the bailiff (a faithful servant, if ever there was 
one yet) was cunningly advancing his own interests by 
means of his daughter ; and that I was a young idiot, 
who had developed his native reserves of imbecility at an 
unusually early period of life. Speaking to my mother, 
under the influence of these strong impressions, my 
uncle offered to take me back with him to London, and 
keep me there until I had been brought to my senses by 
association with his own children, and by careful super- 
intendence under his own roof. ' * 

^^My mother hesitated about accepting this proposal ; 
she had the advantage over my uncle of understanding 
my disposition. While she was still doubting, while my 
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unde was still impatiently waiting for her decision, 
I settled the question for my elders by running away. 

I left a letter to represent me in my absence declar- 
ing that no mortal power should part me from Mary, . 
and promising to return and ask my mother’s pardon 
as soon as my uncle had left the house. The strictest 
Search was made for me, without discovering a trace 
'%lmy place of refuge. My uncle departed for London; 
predicting that I should live to be a disgrace to the 
family, and announcing that he should transmit his 
opinion of me to my father in America, by 'the next 
mail. 

The secret of the hiding-place in which I contrived 
to defy discovery is soon told. 

I was hidden (without the bailiff's knowledge) in tlio 
bedroom of tho bailiff’s mother. And did the bailiff’s 
mother know it? you will ask. To which I answer: 
the bailiff’s mother did it; and, what is more, gloried 
in doing it — not, observe, as an act of hostility to my 
. relatives, but simply as a duty that lay on her 
conscience. 

What sort of old woman, in the name of all that 
is wonderful, was this ? Let her appear and speak for 
herself — tho wild and weird grandmother of gentle little ' 
Mary ; the Sibyl of modern times, known far and "wide, 
in our part of Suffolk, as Dame Dcrmody. 

I see her again, as I write, sitting in her son’s pretty 
cottage parlour, hard by the window, so that tho light 
fell over her shoulder while she knitted or read. A little „ 
lean wiry old woman was Dame Dermody — with fierce ' 



tff£ : p£s£ts0'''' £V : *v^ttC 

black eyes, surmounted by bushy -white eyebroWS, 'bf% 
high wrinkled forehead, and by thick white hair gathered 
neatly under her old-fashioned “mob-cap/* Report 
whispered (and whispered truly) that she had been 
a lady by birth and breeding, and that she had de- 
liberately closed her prospects in life by marrying a 
man greatly her inferior in social rank. Whatever her 
family might think of the marriage, she herself never 
regretted it. In her estimation, her husband’s memory 
was a sacred memory; his spirit was a guardian spirit 
watching over her, waking or sleeping, morning or 
night. 

Holding this faith, she was in no respect influenced 
by those grossly material ideas of modern growth, which 
associate the presence of spiritual beings with clumsy 
' conjuring tricks and monkey-antics performed on tables 1 
and chairs. Dame Dermody’s nobler superstition formed 1 
an integral part of her religious convictions — convictions 
which bad long since found their chosen resting-place in 
the mystic doctrines of Emanuel Swedenborg. The only 
books which she read were the works of the Swedish Seer. 
She mixed up Swedenborg’s teachings on angels and 
departed spirits, on lovo to one’s neighbour and purity 
of life, with wild fancies and kindred beliefs of her own, 
and preached the visionary religious doctrines thus 
derived— not only in the bailiff’s household, hut also on 
proselytizing expeditions to the households of her humble 
,SW#ghbours, far and near. 

Under her son’s roof — after the death of his wife — 
she reigned a supreme power ; priding herself alike on * 



hst close attention to her, domestic dirties and on her 
privileged communications with angels and spirits. She 
would hold her long colloquies with the spirit of her 
dead husband, before anybody who happened to be 
• present— colloquies which Btruck the simple spectators 
mute with terror. To her mystic view, the love-union 
between Mary and me was something too sacred and 

*$ beautlful to be tried b J the mean and matter-of-fact 
, set np by society. She wrote for us little formulas 
of prayer and praise, which we were to use when we 
met and when we parted, day by day. She solemnly 
warned her son to look upon us as two young consecrated 
creatures, walking unconsciously on a heavenly path of* 
their own, whose beginning was on earth, but . whose 
right end was among the angels in a better state of 
being. Imagine my appearing before such a woman as 
this, and telling her with tears of despair that I was 
determined to die rather than let my uncle part me from 
little Mary— and you will no longer be astonished at the 
hospitality which throw open to me the sanctuary of 
Dame Dermody’s own room. 

When the safe time came for my leaving my hiding, 
place, I committed a serious mistake. In thanking the 
old woman at parting I said to her (with a boy’s sense ' 

0 onour), I won t toil upon yon, Dame ; my mother 
an know that you hid me in your bedroom.” 

he Sibyl laid her dry fleshless hand on my shoulder, 
and forced me roughly back into the chair from whr-h 

1 had just risen. 

“ Boy ! ” she said, looking through and through me 



l-mtii her fierce id&ck eyes, “ do you dare suppose thai*I 
j©yer did anything that I was ashamed of? Do you 
[think I am ashamed of what I have done now? Wait 
i, there. Your mother may mistake me too. I shall write 
to yomj. mother." 

She put on hor great round spectacles with tortoise* 
shell rims, and sat down to her letter. Whenever her 
thoughts flagged, whenever she was at a loss fbr ; au ; 
expression, she looked over her shoulder, as if some 
visible creature was stationed behind her, watching what 
she wrote — consulted the spirit of her husband, exactiy 
as she might have consulted a living man — smiled softly 
to herself— and went on with her writing. * 

“ There ! ” she said, handing me the completed letter 
with an imperial gesture of indulgence. “Hist mind 
and my mind are written there. Go, boy. I pardon 
you. Give my letter to your mother.” 

.So she always spoke, with the same formal and 
measured dignity of manner and language. 

I gave the letter to my mother. We read it, and 
marvelled over it, together. Thus, counselled by the ever- 
present spirit of her husband, Dame Dermody wrote : — 

“ Madajt, — I have taken what you may be inclined 
to think a great liberty. I have assisted your son’ 
George in setting his uncle’s authority at defiance. . I 
have encouraged your son George in his resolution to 
b$b true, in time and in eternity, to my grandchild, 
mary Dermody. 

“ It is due to you, and to me, that I should tell you 
with what motive I have acted in doing these things. 
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• f * I hold ilie belief that all love that is true is fore- 
ordained and consecrated in Heaven. Spirits destined 
to be united in the better world, are divinely commis* 
droned to discover each other and to begin their anion 
in this world. The only happy marriages are those in 
which the two destined spirits have succeeded in meeting 
tnse another in this sphere of life. 

'* When the Mndred spirits have once met, no human 
(power can really part them. Sooner or later they must, 
by divine law, find each other again, and become united 
spirits once more. Worldly wisdom may force them 
into widely different ways of life ; worldly wisdom may 
delude them, or may make them delude themselves, into 
contracting an earthly and a fallible union. It matters 
nothing. The time will certainly come when that union 
will manifest itself as earthly and fallible ; and the two 
disunited spirits, finding each other again, will become 
united here for the world beyond this — united, I tell 
you, in defiance of all human lawn and of all human 
notions of right and wrong. 

“ This is my belief. I have proved it by my own 
life. Maid, wife, and widow, I have held to it, and I 
have found it good. 

“ I was horn, madam, in the rank of society to which 
you belong. I received the mean, material teaching 
which fulfils the worldly notion of education. Thanks 
be to God, my kindred spirit met my spirit while I was 
still young. I knew true love and true union before I w$g^ 
twenty years of age. I married, madam, in the rank from 
1 which Christ chose His apostles— I married a labouring 
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' man. No human language can tell my happiness white 
we lived united here. His death has not parted us. He 
helps me to write this letter. In my last hours, I shall 
see him standing among the angels, waiting for me orf 
the banks of the shining river. 

“ You will now understand the view I take of the tie 
which unites the young spirits of our children, at the 
bright outset of their lives. 

“ Believe me, the thing which your husband’s brother 
has proposed to you to do is a sacrilege and a profana- 
tion. I own to you freely that I look on what I have 
done towards thwarting your relative in this matter as 
an act of virtue. You cannot expect me to think it a 
serious obstacle to a union predestined in Hoaven, that 
your son is the Squire’s heir and that my grandchild is 
only the bailiffs daughter. Dismiss from your mind, I 
implore you, the unworthy and unchristian prejudices of 
rank. Are wo not all equal before God ? Are we noli 
all equal (oven in- this world) beforo disease and death ?l 
Not your sou’s happiness only, but your own ]>eace of 
mind is concerned, in taking lieod to my words. I warn 
you, madam, you cannot hinder the destined union of 
these two cliild-spirits, in after years, as man and wife. 
Part them njw — and totj will he responsible for the 
sacrifices, degradations, and distresses through which 
your George and my Mary may be condemned to pass, 
on thoir way hack to each other in later life. 

^^.“Now, my mind is unburdened. Now, I have 
said all. 

“ If I have spoken too freely, or have in any other 
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wfoy unwittingly offended, I ask your pardon, and 
remain, madam, your faithful servant and well-wisher, 

“ Helen Deemqdy.” 


So the letter ended. 

To me, it is something more than a mere curiosity of 
epistolary composition. I see in it the prophecy — 
strangely fulfilled in later years — of events in Mary’s 
life and in mine which future pages are now to tell. 

My mother decided on leaving the letter unanswered, 
lake many of her poorer neighbours, she was a little 
afraid of Dame Dermody ; and she was, besides, habitu- 
ally averse to all discussions which turned on the 
mysteries of spiritual life. I was reproved, admonished, 
and forgiven — and there was the end of it. 

For some happy weeks, Mary and I returned, without 
hindrance or interruption, to our old intimate companion- 
ship. The end was coming, however, when we least 
expected it. My mother was startled one morning by a 
letter from my father, which informed her that he had 
been unexpectedly obliged to sail for England at a 
moment’s notice; that he had arrived in London, and 
that he was detained there by business which would 
admit of no delay. We were to wait for him at homo, 
in daily expectation of seeing him — the moment he was 
free. 

This news filled my mothor’s mind with foreboding 
doubts of the stability of her husband’s grand speculation 
in America. The sudden departure from the United 
States, and the mysterious delay in London, were omi- 
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nous of misfortune to come. Z am now writing of thole 
dark days in the past, when the railway and the electric 
telegraph were still visions in the minds of inventors. 
Bapid communication with my father (even if he would 
have consented to take us into his confidence) was im- 
possible. Wo had no choice but to wait and hope. 

The weary days passed — and still my father’s brief 
letters described him as detained by his business* The 
morning came when Mary and I went out with 
Dercnody the bailiff, to seo the last wild-fowl of the 
season lured into the Decoy — and still the welcome home 
waited for the master, and waited in vain. 


HI. 

Tin? narrative may now follow my little sweetheart and* 
myself, on our way to Dermody’s cottage. 

As we approached the garden gate, I saw a servant 
from the house waiting there. He carried a message 
from my mother — a message for mo. 

“ My mistress wishes yOu to go home, Master George, 
as soon as you can. A letter has come by the coach. 
My master means to take a post-chaise from London, 
and sends word that we may expect him in the courso of 
the day.” 

Mary’s attentive face saddened when she heard those 
words. 

•“ Must you really go away, George,” she whispered, 
"before you see what I have got waiting for you at 
home ? ” 
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* I remembered Mary’s promised <f surprise,” the 
secret of which was only to be revealed to me when we 
got to the cottage. How could I disappoint her ? My 
poor little lady-love looted ready to cry at the bare 
prospect of it. 

I dismissed the ‘Servant with a message of the tem- 
porizing sort. My love to my mother — and I would be 
back at the house in half on hour. 

We entered the cottage. 

Dame Dermody was sitting in the light of the window 
as usual, with one of the mystic books of Emanuel 
Swedenborg open on her lap. She solemnly lifted her 
hand on our appearance ; signing to us to occupy our 
customary corner, without speaking to her. It was an 
' act of domestic high treason to interrupt the Sibyl at her 
books. We crept quietly into our places. Mary waited 
until she saw her grandmother’s grey head bend down, 
and her grandmother's bushy eye-brows contract atten- 
tively, over her reading. Then, and then only, the 
discreet child rose on tiptoe, disappeared noiselessly in 
the direction of her bedchamber ; and came back to me, 
carrying something carefully wrapped up in her best 
cambric handkerchief. 

“ Is that the surprise ?” I ■whispered. 

Mary whispered back, Guess what it is ! ” 

“ Something for me ? ” 

“ YIs. Go on guessing. Wlrnt is it ? ” 

I guessed three times — and each guess was wrong. 
Mary decided on helping me by a hint. 

“ Say your letters,” she suggested ; “ and go on till I 
stop you.” 
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l b>gan: “A, B, C, D, E, F~— <" There she 
stopped me, : • „ 

‘‘It’s the name of a Thing,” she said. “ And it; 
begins with'F.” , 

I guessed “Fern,” “Feather,” “Fife-—” and them 
my resources failed me. . ^ . 

Mary sighed and shook her head. “ You don’t take 
pains,” she said. “You are three whole years older 
than I am. After all the trouble I have taken to please 
you, you may bo too big to care for my present when yon 
see it. Guess again.” 

“ I can’t guess.” 

“ You must ! ” 

“ I give it up.” 

Mary refused to let me give it up. She helped me 

), * 

by another hint. 

“ Wlmt did you once say you wished you had in your 
boat ? ” she asked. 

“ Was it long ago?” I inquired, at a loss for an 
answer. 

“ Long, long ago ! Before the winter. When the 
autumn leaves wero falling — and you took me out one 
evening for a sail. All, George, you have forgotten ! ” 

Too true, ef me and of my brethren, old and young 
alike ! It is always his love that forgets, and her love 
that remembers. We were only two children — and we 
wero types of the man and the woman already ! * 

• Mary lost patience with me. Forgetting^the terrible 
presence of her grandmother, she jumped up, and 
snatched the concealed object out of the handkerchief. 
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V f * There !” she cried briskly, “ now do you know 
what it is? ” 

I remembered at last. The thing I had •wished for 
in. my boat, all those months ago, was a new flag. And 
here was the flag made for me in secret by Mary’s own 
hand! fhe groun^ was green silk, with a dove em- 
broidered on it in white, carrying in its beak the typical 
dive-branch, wrought in gold thread. The work was 
the^remUlous uncertain work of a child’s fingers. But 
how faithfully my little darling had remembered my 
wish — how patiently she had plied the needle over the 
traced lines of the pattern — how industriously sho had 
laboured through the dreary winter days; and all for 
my Bake ! What words could tell my pride, my grati- 
tude, my happiness ? I, too, forgot the presence of the 
Sibyl bending over her book — I took the little work- 
woman in my arms, and kissed her till I was fairly out of 
breath and could kiss no longer. 

“ Mary ! ” I burst out, in the first heat of my en- 
thusiasm, “ my father is coming home to-day. I will 
speak to him to-night ; and I will marry you to- 
morrow.” 

"Boy! ” said the awful voice at the other end of the 
room. “ Come here.” 

Dame Dermody’s mystic book was closed; Dame 
Dermody’s weird black eyes were watching us in our 
cornea* I approached her, and Mary followed me 
timidly, by a footstep at a time. 

The Sibyl took me by the hand, with a caressing 
gentleness which was new in my experience of her. 
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“Do you prize that toy ? ’* she inquired, looking a& 
the flag, “ Hide it,” she cried before I could answer*, 
“ Hide it, or it may be taken from you.” V 

“ Why should I hide it ? " I asked, “ I want to fly ^ 
at the mast of my boat.” 

“You will never fly it at the mast of your boat!” 
With that answer she took the flag from me, and thrust 
it impatiently into the breast-pocket of my jacket, 

“ Don’t crumple it, grandmother I ” said k% ry, 
piteously, 

I put another question. , 

“Why shall I never fly it at the mast of my boat?” 

Dame Dermody laid her hand on the closed volume 
of Swedenborg lying in her lap. 

“Three times I have opened this book since the 
morning,” she said. “ Three times the words of the 
prophet warn me that there is trouble coming. Children! 
it is trouble that is coming to You. I look there,” she 
went on, pointing to the place where a ray of sunlight 
poured slanting into the room ; “ and I see my husband 
in the heavenly light. lie hows his head in grief, and 
ho points his unerring hand at You. George and Mary, 
you are consecrated to each other ! Be always worthy 
of your consecration ; be always worthy of yourselves.” 
She paused. Her voice faltered. She looked at us with 
softening eyes, as those look who know sadly that there 
is a parting at hand, “ Kneel ! ” she said, in low tones 
-of awe and grief. “ It may be the last time I bless you; 
it may be the last time 1 pray over you in this, house. 
Kneel ! ” 
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w We knelt close together at her feet. I could feel 
Mary’s heart throbbing, as she pressed nearer and 
nearer to my side. I could feel my own heart quickening 
Its beat, with a fear that was a mystery to me. 

“God bless and keep George and Mary, here and 
hereafter. God prosper, in future days, the union which 
God’s wisdom has willed. Amen. So be it. Amen.” 

As the last words fell from her lips, the cottage door 
was thrust open. My father — followed by the bailiff- 
entered the room. 

• Dame Dermody got slowly on her feet, and looked at 
, him with a stern scrutiny. 

“It has come," she said to herself. “It looks with 
the eyes— it will speak with the voice — of that man.” 

My father broke the silence that followed, addressing 
himself to the bailiff. 

“You see, Dermody,” he said, “here is my son in 
your cottage, when he ought to be in my bouse.” He 
turned, and looked at mo as I stood with my arm round 
little Mary, patiently waiting for my opportunity to 
speak. 

“ George,” he said, with the hard smile which was 
peculiar to him when he was angry and was trying to 
hide it, “ you are making a fool of yourself there. Leave 
that child, and come to me.” 

Now or never was my time to declare myself. Judg- 
ing by appearances, I was still a boy. Judging by my 
own sensations, I had developed into a man at a 
moment’s notice. 

“ Papa,” I said, “ I am glad to see you home again. 
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This is Mafy Dermody. I am in love with her, and she 
■ is in love -with me. I wish to marry her as Soon as it is 
convenient to my mother and you.” 

My father burst out laughing. Before I could Bpeak 
again, his humour changed. He had observed that 
Dermody, too, presumed to be amused. He seemed to 
become mad with anger all in a moment. 

“I have been told of this infernal tomfoolery,” he 
said ; “ but I didn’t believe it till now. Who has turned 
the boy’s weak head? Who has encouraged him to stand 
there hugging that girl? If it’s you, Dermody, it shall 
he the worst day’s work you ever did in your life." He 
turned to me again, before the bailiff could defend him- 
self. “ Do you hear what I say ? I tell you to leave 
Dermody’s girl, and come home with me.” 

"Yes, papa,” I answered. “But I must go back to 
Mary, if you please, after I have been with you.” 

Angry as lie was, my father was positively staggered 
by my audacity. 

“You young idiot, your insolence exceeds belief," hej 
hurst out. “I tell you this — you will never darken 
these doors again! You have been taught to disobey 
me here. You have had things put into your head here, 
which no boy of your age ought to know; I’ll say more, 
which no decent people would have let you know.” 

“ I beg your pardon, sir,” Dermody interposed, very 
respectfully and very firmly at the same time. “ There 
are many things which a master, in a hot temper, is 
privileged to say to the man who serves him. But you 
have gone beyond your privilege. You have shamed 
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me, sir, in the presence of my mother, in the hearing 
of my child.” 

, My father checked him there. 

“Yon may spare the rest of it,” he said. “We are 
master and servant no longer. When my son came 
hanging about your cottage, and playing at sweethearts 
with your girl there, your duty was to close the door 
on him. You have failed in your duty. I trust you no 
longer. Take a month’s notice, Dermody. You leave 
my service.” 

The bailiff steadily met my father on his own ground. 
He was no longer the easy, sweet-tempered, modest 
man, who was the man of my remembrance. , 

“ I beg to decline taking your month’s notice, sir,” 
he answered. “You shall have no opportunity of re- 
peating what you have just said to me. I will send 
in my accounts to-night ; and 1 will leave your service 
to-morrow.” 

“We agree for once,” retorted my father. “The 
sooner you go the better.” 

He stepped across the room, and put his hand on 
my shoulder. 

“Listen to me,” he said, making a last effort , to 
control himself. “I don’t want to quarrel with you 
before a discarded servant. There must be an end to 
this nonsense. Leave these people to pack up and go, 
and come back to the house witli me.” 

His heavy hand, pressing on my shoulder, seeded 
to press the spirit of resistance out of me. I so far gave 
way as to try to melt him by entreaties. 
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*'01i, papa! papa!” I cried, “ don't part- me froth 
Mary! See how pretty and good she is! She has 
made me a hag for my boat. Let me come here and 
see her sometimes. I can’t live without her." 

I could say no more. My poor little Mary burst out 
crying. Her tears and my entreaties were alike wasted 
km my father. 

“Take jour choice,” ho said, “between coming 
away of your own accord, or obliging me to take you 
away by force. I mean to part you and Dermod/s girl.” 

“Neither you nor any man can part them,” inter* 
posed a voice, speaking behind us. “Rid your mind 
of that notion, master, beforo it is too late.” 

My father looked round quickly, and discovered 
Dame Dermody facing him in the full light of the 
window. She had stepped back at the outset of the 
dispute, into the comer behind the fireplace. There 
she had remained, biding her time to speak, until my 
father’s last threat brought her out of her place of 
retirement. 

They looked at each other for a moment. My father 
seemed to think it beneath his dignity to answer her. 
He went on with what he had to say to me. 

“ I shall count three slowly,” he resumed. “ Before 
] get to the last number, make up your mind to do what 
I tell you, or submit to the disgrace of being taken away 
by force.” 

“Take him where you may,” said Dame Dermody, 
“he will still be on his way to his marriage with my 
grandchild.” 
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“And where shall I be, if you please?” ashed my 
father, stung into speaking to her this time. 

The answer followed instantly, in these startling 
words 

“ You will be on your way to your ruin and your 
death,” ^ 

My father turned his back on the prophetess, with 
a smile of contempt. 

“ One ! ” he said, beginning to count. 

I set my teeth, and clasped botli arms round Mary, 
as he spoke. I had inherited some of his temper, and 
he was now to know it. 

“ Two ! ” proceeded my father, after waiting a little. 

Mary put her trembling lips to my car, and whis- 
pered, “ Let me go, George ! I can’t hear to see it. 
Oh, look how he frowns ! I know he’ll hurt you ! ” 

My father lifted his forefinger, as a preliminary 
warning before he counted Three. 

“ Stop ! ” cried Dame Dcrmody. 

My father looked round at her again, with sardonic 
astonishment. 

“I beg your pardon, ma’am — have you anything 
particular to say to me ? ” he asked. 

“Man!” returned the Sibyl, “you speak lightly. 
Have 1 spoken lightly to you ? I warn you to bow your 
wicked will before a Will that is mightier than yours. 
The spirits of these children are kindred spirits. For 
time and for eternity they are united one to the other. 
Put land and sea between them — they will still be 
together; they will communicate in visions, they will 



TEE PMELUDM. 37 

be revealed to each other in dreams. Bind them £y 
worldly ties; wed your son, in the time to come, to 
another woman, and my granddaughter to another man. 
In vain! I tell you, in vain! You may doom them to 
misery, you may drive them to sin — the day of their 
union on earth is still a day predestined in Heaven. 
It will come! It will come! Submit, while the time 
for submission is yours. You are a doomed man. 
I see the shadow of disaster, I see the seal of death, 
on your face. Go; and leave these consecrated ones 
<,0 waP r the dark ways of the world together, in the 
strmgth of their innocence, in the light of their love. 
Gc — and God forgive you." 

In spite of himself, my father was struck by the 
irresistible strength of conviction which inspired those 
words. The bailiff’s mother had impressed him as a 
tragic actress might have impressed him on the stage. 
She had checked the mocking answer on his lips; hut 
she had not shaken his iron will. His face was as hard 
as ever, -when he turned my way once more. 

“ The last chance, George,” he said — and counted 
the last number : “ Three ! ” 

I neither moved nor answered him. 

“ You will have it ? ” he said, as he fastened his 
hold on my arm. 

I fastened my hold on Mary; I whispered to her, 
“ I won’t leave you ! ” She seemed not to hear me. 
She> trembled from head to foot, in my arms. A faint 
cry of terror fluttered from her lips. Dcrmody instantly 
stepped forward. Before my father could wrench me 
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away from her, he ,had said in my ear, “ Yon can give 
her to me, Master George,” and had released his child 
from my embrace. She stretched her little frail hands 
on! yearningly to me, as she lay in Dermody’s arms. 
“Good-bye, dear,” she said faintly. I saw her head 
sink on her father’s bosom, as I was dragged to the 
door. In my helpless rage and misery, I struggled 
against the cruel hands that had got mo, with all th<^ 
strength I had left. I cried out to her, “I love you, 
Mary ! I Vill come back to you, Mary ! I will never 
marry any one but you ! ” Step by step, I was forced 
farther and farther away. The last I saw of her, my 
darling’s head was still resting on Dermody’s breast. 
Her grandmother stood near — and shook her withered 
hands at my father — and shrieked her terrible prophecy, 
in the hysteric frenzy that possessed her when she saw 
the separation accomplished. “ Go ! — you go to your 
ruin ! you go to your death ! ” While her voice still 
rang in my ears, the cottage door was opened and closed 
again. It was all over. The modest world of my boyish 
love and my boyish joy disappeared like the vision of 
a dream. The empty outer wilderness whicn was my 
father’s world, opened before me void of love and void 
of joy. God forgive me — how I hated him at that 
moment ! 


IV. 

Fob the rest of the day, and throughout the night, I was 
kept a close prisoner in my room — watched by a man 
on whose fidelity my father could depend. 
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The next morning I made an effort to escape, anil 
was discovered before I bad got free of the house. Con- 
fined again to my room, I contrived to write to Mary, 
and to slip my note into the willing hand of the house- 
maid who attended on me. Useless ! The vigilance of 
my guardian was not to be evaded. The woman was 
suspected and followed, and the letter was taken from 
her. My father tore it up with his own hands. 

Later in the day, my mother was permitted to sec me. 

She was quite unfit, poor soul, to intercede for me, or 
to serve my interests in any way. My father had com- 
pletely overwhelmed her by announcing that his wife 
and his son were to accompany him when he returned 
to America. 

“Every farthing he has in the world,” said my 
mother, “is to be thrown away in that hateful specula- 
tion. He has raised money in London ; he has found 
some rich tradesman to take the house on a long lease ; 
he has sold the plate, and the jewels that eame to me 
from his mother. The land in America swallows it all 
up. We have no home, George, and no choice but to 
go with him.'’ 

An hour afterwards, the post-chaise was at the door. 

My father himself took me to the carriage. I broke 
away from him with a desperation which not even his 
resolution could resist. I ran, I flew, along the path that 
led; to Dermody’s cottage. The door stood open; the 
parlour was empty. I went into the kitchen ; I went 
into the upper rooms. Solitude everywhere. The bailiff 
had left his plaee ; and his mother and his daughter had 
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'gone with lam. No friend or neighbour lingered near 
with a message; no letter lay waiting for me; no hint 
was left to tell me in what direction they had taken 
their departure. After the insulting words which his 
master had spoken to him, Dermody’a pride was con- 
cerned in leaving no trace of his whereabouts ; my father 
might consider it as a trace purposely left, with the 
object of re-uniting Mary and me. I had no keepsake 
to speak to me of my lost darling but the flag which 
she had embroidered with her own hand. The furniture 
still remained in the cottage. I sat down in our cus- 
tomary corner, by Mary’s empty chair, and looked again 
at the pretty green flag, and burst out crying. 

A light touch roused me. My father had so far 
yielded as to leave to my mother the responsibility of 
bringing me back to the travelling carriage. 

“ We* shall not find Mary here, George,” she said, 
gently. “And we may hear of her in London. Come 
with me.” 

I rose, and silently gave her my hand. Something 
low down on the clean white doorpost caught my eye 
as we passed it. I stopped, and discovered some writing 
in pencil. I looked, closer ; it was writing in Mary’s 
hand. The unformed/childisii characters traced these 
last words of farewell : 

“ Good-bye, dear. Don’t forget Mary.” 

I knelt down and kissed the writing. It comforted 
me — it was like a farewell touch from Mary’s hand. 
I followed my mother quietly to the carriage. 

Late that night we were in London. 
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My good mother did all that the most compassionate* 
kindness could do (in her position) to comfort me. She 
privately wrote to the solicitors employed by her family, 
inclosing a description of Dermody and his mother and 
daughter, and directing inquiries to be made at the 
various coach offices in London. She also referred 
the lawyers to Dermody’s relatives, who lived in the 
city, and who might know something of his movements 
after he left my father’s service. When she had done 
this, she had done all that lay in her power. 1 We 
neither of ns possessed money enough to advertise in 
the newspapers. 

A week afterwards we sailed for the "United States. 
Twice in that interval I communicated with the lawyers ; 
and twice I was informed that, the inquiries had led 
to nothing. 

With this, the love-story of my boyhood comes to 
an end. I still kept the green flag, with the dove 
worked on it. For the rest, the waters of oblivion 
had closed over the old golden days at Greenwater 
Broad. 


THE END OF THE PKELUDB. 




THE STORY. 

[FROM THE MANUSCRIPT OF GEORGE GERMAINE^ 

CHAPTER L 
TEN YEARS OP MY LIFE. 

When you last Baw me, I "was a boy of thirteen. Yon 
now see me a man of twenty-three. 

The story of my life, in the interval between these 
two ages, is a story that can be soon told. 

Speaking of my father first, I have to record that 
tho end of his career did indeed come as Dame Dermody 
had fo :otold it. Before wo had been a year in America, 
the total collapse of his land speculation was followed 
by his death. The catastrophe was complete. But 
for my mother’s little income (settled on her at her 
marriage) we should both have been left helpless at 
the mercy of the world. 

We made some kind friends among the hearty and 
hospitable people of the United States, whom we were 
unaffectedly sorry to leave. But there were reasons. 
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' which inclined us to return to our country, after my 
father’s death — and we did return accordingly. 

Besides her brother-in-law (already mentioned in 
the earlier pages of my narrative) my mother had 
another relative — a cousin, named Germaine — on whose 
assistance she mainly relied for starting me, when the 
time came, in a professional career. I remember it, as 
a family rumour, that Mr. Germaine had been an un- 
successful suitor for my mother’s hand, in the days 
when they were young people together. lie was still 
a bachelor at the later period, when his cldcsv brother’s 
death without issue placed him in possession of a hand- 
some fortune. The accession of wealth made no differ- 
ence in his hahils of life; he was a lonely old man, 
estranged from Ins other relatives, when my mother 
and I returned to England. If I could only succeed 
in pleasing Mr. Germaine, I might consider my pro- 
spects (in some degree at least) as being prospects 
assured. 

This was one consideration that influenced us. in 
leaving America. There was another— in which I was 
especially interested — that drew me hack to the lonely 
shores of Greenwater Broad. 

My only hope of recovering a trace of Mary was 
to make inquiries among the cottagers in the neigh- 
bourhood of my old home. The good bailiff had been 
heartily liked and respected in his little sphere. It 
seemed at least possible that some among his many 
friends in Suffolk might have discovered traces of him 
in the year that had passed since I had left England. 
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In my dreams of Mary — and I dreamed of her constantly 1 
-the lake and its woody banks formed a frequent back- 
ground in the visionary picture of my lost companion. 
To the lake-shores I looked, with a natural superstition, 
as to my way back to the one life that had its promise 
of happiness for me — my life with Mary. 

On our arrival in London, I started alone for Suffolk, 
at mv mother’s re quo \ At her age she naturally 
sJ trank from revisiting the home-scenes now occupied 
by the strangers to whom our house had been let. ' 

All, how my heart ached (young as I was), when- 1 
saw the familiar green waters of the lake once more ! It 
was evening. The first object that caught ray eye was 
the gaily painted boat, once mine, in which Mary and I 
had so often sailed together. The people in possession of 
our house were sailing now. The sound of their laughter 
floated towards me merrily over the still water. Their 
flag flew at the littlo mast-head, from which Mary’s' 
flag had never fluttered in the pleasant breeze. I turned 
my eyes from the boat ; it hurt me to look at it. A few 
steps onward brought me to a promontory on the shore, 
and revealed the brown archways of the Decoy on the, 
opposite bank. There was the paling behind which 
we had knelt tu watch the snaring of the ducks ; there 
was the hole through which “Trim,” the terrier, had 
shown himself to rouse the stupid curiosity of the water- 
fowl; there, seen at intervals through the trees, was 
the winding woodland path along which Mary and I 
had traced our way to Dermody’s cottage, on the day 
when my father’s cruel hand had tom ns from each 
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'other. How wisely my good mother had shrunk {com 
looking again at the dear old scenes! I turned my 
hade on the lake, to think with calmer thoughts in the 
shadowy solitude of the woods. 

Half an hour's walk along the winding banks 
brought me round to the cottage which had once been 
Mary's home. 

The door was opened by a woman who was a stranger 
to me. She civilly asked me to enter the parlour. I 
had suffered enough already: I made my inquiries 
Standing on the doorstep. They werS soon at an end. 
The woman was a stranger in our part of Suffolk; neither 
she nor her husband had ever heard of Dermody’s name. 

I pursued my investigations among the peasantry, 
passing from cottage to cottage. The twilight came; 
the moon rose; the lights began to vanish from the 
lattice windows — and still I continued my weary pil- 
grimage; and still, go where I might, the answer to 
my questions was the same. Nobody knew anything 
of Dermody : everybody asked if I had not brought news 
of him myself. It pains me even now to recall the 
cruelly complete defeat of every effort which I made on 
that disastrous evening. I passed the night in one 
of the cottages; and I returned to London the next 
1 day, broken by disappointment, careless what I did, or 
where I went, next. 

Still we were not wholly parted. I saw Mary— as 
Dame Dermody said I should see her — in dreams. * 

Sometimes she came to me with the green flag in 
her hand, and repeated her farewell words ; “Don’t 



fpigjff 7JH4 /)» af-v r|#tt njfcjii 

xiSw wr 41 x jjJJTju* VI 

forget Mary.” Sometimes she led me to oar wefi- 
remembered comer in the cottage parlour, and opened 
the paper on which her grandmother had written our 
prayers for us : we prayed together again, and sang 
hymns together again, as if the old times had come 
bock. Once she appeared to me with tears in her eyes, 
and said, “We must wait, dear; our time has not come 
yet." Twice l saw her looking at me, like one disturbed 
by anxious thoughts ; and twice I heard her say, “ Live 
patiently, live innocently, George, for my sake." 

We settled in«*London, where my education was 
undertaken by a private tutor. Before we had been 
long in our new abode, an unexpected change in our 
prospects took place. To my mother’s astonishment, 
she received an offer of marriage .(addressed to her in & 
letter) from Mr. Germaine. 

“X entreat you not to be startled by my proposal” 
(the old gentleman wrote) ; “you can hardly have for- 
gotten that 1 was once fond of you, in the days when we 
were both young and both poor. No return to the 
feelings associated with that time is possible now. At 
my age, all I ask of you is to be the companion of the 
closing years of my life, and to give me something of a 
father’s interest in promoting the future welfare of your 
son. Consider this, my dear, and tell me whether you 
will take the empty chair at an old man’s lonely fire- 
side." 

My mother (looking almost as confused, poor soul, as 
if Bhe had become a young girl again) left the whole 
responsibility of deck ion on the shoulders of her sonl 
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I was not long in making up my mind. If she said Tea, 
she would accept the hand of a man of worth and 
honour, wh'o had been throughout his whole life devoted 
to her ; and she would recover the comfort, the luxury, 
the social prosperity and position, of which my father’s 
reckless course of life had deprived her. Add to this, 
that I liked Mr. Germaine and that Mr. Germaino liked 
me. * Under these circumstances, why should my mother 
say No? She could produce no satisfactory answer 
to that question when I put it. As the necessary con- 
sequence, she became in due comae of time Mrs. 
Germaine. I have only to add that, to the end of her 
life, my good mother congratulated herself (in this case 
at least) on having taken her son’s advice. 

The years went on — and still Mary and I were 
parted, except in my dreams. The years went on, until 
the perilous time which comes in every man’s life came 
in mine. I reached the ago when the strongest of all 
the passions seizes on the senses, and asserts its mastery 
over mind and body alike. 

I had hitherto passivoly endured the wreck of my 
earliest and dearest hopes; I had lived patiently, I had 
lived innocently, for Mary’s sake. Now, my patience 
left me; my innocence was numbered among tho lost 
things of the past. My days, it is true, were still 
devoted to tho tasks set me by my tutor. But my 
nights wore given, in secret, to a reckless profligacy, 
which (in my present frame of mind) I look back on with 
disgust and dismay. I profaned my remembrances of 
Mary in the company of women who had reached the 
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lowest depths of degradation. I impiously 'salts to 
myself, “I have hoped for hey long- ehopglr; I have 
waited for her long enough : the one thihg now to do is 
to enjoy my youth, and to forget her.” "<• 

From the moment when I dropped into this degrada- 
tion, I might sometimes think regretfully of Mary--at , 
the morning time, when penitent thoughts mostly f come 
to us, — but I ceased absolutely to see her in my dreams, ' 
We were now, in the completest sense of theyord, 
parted. Mary’s pure spirit could hold no commission 
with mine — Mary’s pure spirit had left me. 

It is needless to say that I failed to keep the ssoijjt of 
my depravity from the knowledge of my mother^ ®b» > 
sight of her grief was the first influence that sobered me. 
In some degree at least, I restrained myself — I made the 
effort to return to purer ways of life. Mr. Germains, 
though I had disappointed him, was too just a map 
to give me up as lost. He advised me, as a means of 
self-reform, to make my choice of a profession, 
to absorb myself in closer studies- than any that I h a d 
yet pursued. 

I made my peace with this good friend and second 
father, not only by following his advice, but by adopting 
the profession to which he had himself been* attached, 
before ho had inherited his fortune — the profession of 
medicine. Mr. Germaine had been a surgeon : I resolved 
on being a surgeon too. 

Having entered, at rather an earlier age than nsual, 
on my new way of life, I may at least say for myself that 
I worked hard. I won, and kept, the interest of the 
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* professors under ■whom 1 studied. On the other hand, it 
is not to be denied that my reformation was, morally 
speaking, far from being complete. I worked— but what 
I did was done selfishly, bitterly, with a hard heart. In 
^religion and morals I adopted the views of a materialist 
companion of my Btudies — a worn-out man of more 
than double my age. I believed in nothing but what I 
could see, or taste, or feel. I lost all faith in humanity. 
With the one exception of my mother, I had no respect 
for women. My remembrances of Mary deteriorated 
until they became little more than a lost link of associa- 
tion with the past. I still preserved the green flag, as a 

* matter of habit — but it was no longer kept about me ; 
it was left undisturbed in a drawer of my writing-desk. 
Now and then a wholesome doubt whether my life was 
not utterly unworthy of me, would rise in my mind. 
But it held no long possession of my thoughts. Despising 
others, it was in the logical order of things that I should 
follow my conclusions to their bitter end, and consist- 
ently. despise myself. 

The term of my majority arrived. I was twenty-one 
years old— and of the illusions of my youth not a vestige 
remained ! 

Neither my mother nor Mr. Germaine could make 
any positive complaint of my conduct. But they were 
both thoroughly uneasy about me. After anxious con- 
sideration, my step-father arrived at a conclusion. He 
decided that the one chance of restoring me to my better 
■ and brighter self, was to try the stimulant of a life 
among new people and new scenes. 
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At the period of which I to now writing, the koine 
government had decided on sending a special diplomatic 
mission to one of the native princes ruling over a remote 
province of our Indian empire. In the disturbed stats 
of the province at that time, the mission, on its arrival 
in India, was to he accompanied to the prince's court by 
an escort, including the military as well as the civil 
servants of the Crown. The surgeon appointed to sad 
with the expedition from England was an old Mend of 
Mr. Germaine’s, and was in want of an assistant on 
whose capacity he could rely. Through my step-father’s 
interest the poBt was offered to me. I accepted it, with- 
out hesitation. My only pride left was the miserable 
pride of indifference. So long as I pursued my profes- 
sion, the place in which I pursued it was a matter of no 
importance to my mind. 

It was long before we could persuade my mother even 
to contemplate the new prospect now set before me. 
When she did at length give way, she yielded most un- 
willingly. I confess I left her with the tears in my eyes 
— the first I had shed for many a long year past. 

The history of our expedition is part of the history of 
British India : it has no place in this narrative. 

Spcaliing personally, I have to record that I was 
rendered incapable of performing my professional duties 
in less than a week from the time when the mission 
reached its destination. We were encamped outside the 
city and an attack was made on us, under cover of 
darkness, by the fanatical natives. The attempt was 
defeated with little difficulty, and with only a trifling 
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Ipjss on . our side. I was among the wounded — shaving 
.been struck by a javelin, or spear, while I was passing 
from one tent to another. 

, Indicted by a European weapon, my injury would 
have been of no serious consequence. But the tip of 
Indian spear had been poisoned. I escaped the 
mortal danger of “ lock-jaw ; ” but, through some pecu- 
liarity in the action of the poison on my constitution 
(which I am quite unable to explain), my wound obsti- 
nately refused to heal. 

I was invalided, and sent to Calcutta, where the best 
surgical help was at my disposal. To all appearance, 
the wound healed here — then broke out again. Twice 
this happened; and the medical men agreed that the 
best course to take would be to send me home. They 
calculated on the invigorating effect of the sea voyage, 
and, failing this, on the salutary influence of my 
native air. In the Indian climate, I was pronounced 
incurable. 

Two days before the ship sailed, a. letter from my 
mother brought mo startling nows. My life to come — if 
I had a , life to come — had been turned into a new 
channel. Mr. Germaine had died suddenly of heart 
disease. His will, bearing date at the time when I left 
England, bequeathed an income for life to my mother, 
•and left the bulk of his property to me ; on the one 
condition that I adopted his name. I accepted the con- 
dition, of course — and became George Germaine. * 

* Four months later, my mother and I were restored 
to each other. 
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Except that I still had some trouble with my wouad, 
behold me now to all appearance one of the most envi- 
able of existing mortals : promoted to the position of a 
wealthy gentleman ; possessor of a house in London, and .: 
of a country seat in Perthshire — and nevertheless, at 
twenty-three years of age, one of the most miserable 
men living ! 

And Mary ? 

In the ten years that had now passed, what Lad 
become of Mary*? 

You have heard my story. Bead the few pages that 
follow, and you will hear hers. 


CHAPTEB H. 

TEN YEARS OP HER LIFE. 

What I have now to tell you of Mary, is derived from 
information obtained at a date in my life later by many 
years than any date of which I have written yet. Be 
pleased to remember this. 

Dermody the bailiff possessed relatives an London of 
whom he occasionally spoke ; and relatives in Scotland 
whom he never mentioned. My father had a strong 
prejudice against the Scotch nation. Dermody knew his 
master well enough to be aware that the prejudice might 
extend to him, if he spoke of his Scotch kindred. He 
was a discreet man, and he never mentioned them. 
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Qa leading my father’s service, he had made his way, 
partly by land and partly by Bea, to Glasgow— in which 
city his friends resided. With his character and hiB 
experience, Bermody was a man in a thousand, to any 
master who was lucky enough to discover him. His 
friends bestirred themselves. In six weeks’ time, he was 
placed in charge of a gentleman’s estate on the eastern 
coast of Scotland, and was comfortably established with 
his mother and his daughter in a new homo, 
v. The insulting language which my father had ad- 
dressed to him had sunk deep in Dermody’s mind. He 
wrote privately to his relatives in London, telling them 
that he had found a new situation which suited him, and 
that he had his reasons for not at present mentioning 
his address. In this way, he baffled the inquiries which 
my mother’s lawyers (failing to discover a trace of him 
in other directions) addressed to his London friends. 
Stung by his old master’s reproaches, he sacrificed his 
daughter and he sacrificed me — partly to his own sense 
of self-respect; partly to his conviction that the difference 
between us in rank made it his duty to check all further 
intercourse before it was too late. 

Buried in their retirement in a remote part of Scot- 
land, the little household lived, lost to me, and lost to 
th: world. 

In dreams, I had seen and heard Mary. In dreams, 
Mary saw and heard 'me. The innocent longings and 
wishes that filled my heart while I waB still a boy, were 
revealed to her in the mystery of sleep. Her grand- 
mother, holding firmly to her faith in the predestined 
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usiijV' between us, sustained the girl’s courage and* 
cheap her heart. She could hear her lather say (as 
my | |he^ had, said) that we were ported, to meet no 
more, and could privately think of her happy dreams aj() 
the sufficient promise of another future than the future 
which Dermody contemplated. So she still lived with 
me in the spirit — and lived in hope. 

The first affliction that befell the little household was 
the death of the grandmother, by the exhaustion , of ex- 
treme old age. In her last conscious moments she said ^ 
to Mary, “ Never forget that you and George are spirits : 
consecrated to each other. Wait — in the certain know- 
ledge that no human power can hinder your union in the 
time to come.” 

„ , WMe those words were still -vividly present to Mary’s 1 
mind/4ur visionary union by* dreams was abruptly 
broken’ on her side, as it had been abruptly broken oh 
mine. In the first days of my self-degradation I had 
ceaBed to see Mary. Exactly at the same period, Mary 
had ceased to see me. 

The girl’s sensitive nature sank under the shock. 
She had now no elder woman to comfort and advise hear; 
she lived alone with her father, who invariably changed 
the subject whenever Bhe spoke of the old times. The 
secret sorrow that preys on body and mind alike, preyed 
on her. A cold, caught at the inclement season, turned 
to fever. For weeks she was in danger of death. When 
she recovered, her head had been stripped of its beautiful 
hair by the doctor’s order. The sacrifice had been * 
necessary to save her life. It proved to be, in one 
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'respect, a cruel sacrifice — her hair never grew plentifully 
again. When it did reappear, it had completely lost its 
charming mingled hues of deep red and brown ; it was 
: now of one monotonous light brown colour throughout. 
At first right, Mary’s Scotch friends hardly knew her 
again. 

But Nature made amends for what the head had 
lost, by What the face and figure gained. 

In a year from the date of her illness, the frail little 
child of the old days at Greenwater Broad, had ripened, 
in the bracing Scotch air and the healthy mode of life, 
into a comely young woman. Iler features were still, 
as in her early years, not regularly beautiful ; but the 
change in her was not the less marked on that account. 

' The wan face had filled out, and the pale complexion 
bad found its colour. As to her figure, its remarkable 
development was perceived even by the rough people 
about her. Promising nothing when she was a child, 
it had now sprung into womanly fulness, symmetry, 
and grace — it was a strikingly beautiful figure, in the 
strictest sense of the word. 

Morally as well as physically, there were moments, 
at this period of their lives, when even her own father 
hardly recognized his daughter of former days. She 
had lost her childish vivacity — her sweet equable flow 
of good humour. Silent and self-absorbed, she went 
through the daily routine of her duties enduringly. The 
hope of meeting me again had sunk to a dead hope in 
her by this time. She made no complaint. The bodily 
strength that she had gained in these later days had 
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its sympathetic influence in steadying her' mind. When 
hor father once or twice ventured to ask if she was still 
thinking of me, she answered quietlythat she had 
brought herself to share his opinions. Ejhe could not 
doubt that I had long since ceased to think of her. 
Even if I had remained faithful to her, she was old 
enough now to know that the difference between us in 
rank made our union by marriage an impossibility, 
[t would be best (she thought) not to refer any more 
to the past — best to forget me, as I had forgotten her. 
So she spoke now. So, trie^by the test of appearances* 
Dame Dermody’s confident forecast of our destinies had 
Tailed to justify itself, and had taken its place among 
the predictions that are never fulfilled. 

The next notable event in the family annals which 
followed Mary's illness happened when she had attained 
the age of nineteen years. Even at this distance of 
time/my heart sinks, my courage faik me, at the critical 
stage in my narrative whieh I have now reached. 

A storm of unusual severity burst over the eastern 
coast of Scotland. Among the ships that were lost in 
the tempest Was a vessel bound from Holland, which 
was wrecked on the rocky shore near Dermodyk 
place of abode. Leading the way in all good actions, 
the bailiff led the way in rescuing the passengers 
and crew of the lost ship. He had brought one man 
alive to land, and was on his way hack to the vessel 
— when two lieavy seas, following in quick succession, 
flashed him against the rocks. He was rescued, at 
the risk of their own lives, by bis neighbours.^ The 
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medical examination disclosed a broken bone, and 
severe bruises anti lacerations. So far, Dermody’s 
sufferings 'were easy of relief. But, after a lapse 
of time, symptoms appeared in the patient which re- 
vealed to his medical attendant the presence of serious 
internal injury. In the doctor’s opinion, he could never 
hope to resume the active habits of his life. He would 
would be an invalided and a crippled man for the rest 
Of his days. 

Under these melancholy circumstances the bailiff’s 
employer did ail that could be strictly expected of him. 
He hired an assistant to undertake the supervision of 
the farm work; and he permitted Dermody to occupy 
his cottage for the next three months. This concession 
gave the poor man time to recover such relies of strength 
as were left to him, and to consult his friends in Glasgow 
on the doubtful question of bis life to come. 

The prospect was a serious one. Dermody was quite 
unfit for any sedentary employment; and the little 
money that be had saved was not enough to support 
his daughter and himself. The Scotch friends were 
willing and kind; but they had domestic claims on 
them, and they had no money to spare. 

In this emergency, one of the passengers in the 
wrecked vessel (whose life Dermody had saved) came 
forward with a proposal which took father and daughter 
alike by surprise. He made Mary an offer of marriage ; 
on the express understanding (if she accepted him) that 
her home was to be her father’s home also, to the end 
of his life. 
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(, The person who thus associated MmseNwith the 
Dermodys in the time of their trouble was a Dutch 
gentleman, named Ernest Van Brandt. He possessed! 
a share in a fishing establishment on the shores of the 
Zuyder Zee ; and he was on his way to establish a cor- 
respondence with the fisheries in the North of Scotland 
when the vessel was wrecked. Mary had produced a 
strong impression on him, when they first met. He 
had lingered in the neighbourhood, in the hope of 
'gaining her favourable regard with time to help him. 
•Personally, he was a handsome man, in the prime of 
life; and he was possessed of a sufficient income to 
marry on. In making his proposal he produced refer- 
ences to persons of high social position in Holland, 
who could answer for him, so far as the questions of 
character and position were concerned. 

Mary was long in considering which course it would 
be best for her helpless father, and best for herself, 
to adopt. 

The hope of a marriage with me had been a hope 
abandoned by her years since. No woman loots forward 
willingly to a life of cheerless celibacy. In thinking 
of her future, Mary naturally thought of herself in the 
character of a wife. Could she fairly expect, in the 
time to come, to receive any more attractive proposal 
than the proposal now addressed to her? Mr. Van 
Brandt had every personal advantage that a woman 
could desire : he was devotedly in love with her ; and 
he felt a grateful affection for her father, as the man 
to whom ho owed hie life. With no other hope in her 
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heart— with no Cither prospeet in view — what eouldshe ' 
do better than marry Mr. Van Brandt ? 

Influenced by these considerations, she decided on 
speaking the fatal word. She said, Yes. 

At the same time she Bpoke plainly to Mr. Van 
Brandt, unreservedly acknowledging that she had con- 
templated another future than the future now Set before 
her. She did not conceal that there had been an old 
love in her heart, and that a new love was more than 
she could command. Esteem, gratitude, and regard 
she could honestly offer — and, with time, love might 
come. For the rest, she had, long since, disassociated 
herself from the past, and had definitely given up all 
the hopes and wishes once connected with it. Repose 
for her father, and tranquil happiness for herself, were 
the only favours that she asked of fortune now. These 
she might find under the roof of an honourable man who 
loved and respected her. She could promise, on her 
side, to make him a good and faithful wife, if she could 
promise no more. It rested with Mr: Van Brandt to 
say whether lie really believed he would he consulting 
his own happiness in marrying her on these terms. 

Mr. Van Brandt accepted the terms without a 
moment’s hesitation. 

They would have been married immediately, but for 
an alarming change for the worse in the condition of 
Dermody’s health. Symptoms showed themselves which 
the doctor confessed that he had not anticipated when 
he had given his opinion on the case. He warned Mary 
that the end might be near. A physician was summoned 
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j-from Edinburgh, at Mr. Van Brandt’s expense. He 
confirmed the opinion entertained by the country doctor* 
For some days longer the good bailiff lingered, On the 
last morning, he put his daughter’s hand in Van Brandt’s 
hand. “ Make her happy, sir,” he said, in his simple 
i, way; “and yon will be even with me for saving your 
»life.” The same day, he died quietly in his daughter’s 
arms. 

Mary’s future was now entirely in her lover’s hands. 
The relatives in Glasgow had daughters of their own to 
provide for. The relatives in London resented Dermody’s 
neglect of them. Van Brandt waited delicately and 
considerately, until the first violence of the girl’s grief 
had worn itself out — and then he pleaded irresistibly for 
a husband's claim to console her. 

The time at which they were married in Scotland 
was also the time at which I was on my way home from 
India. Mary had then reached the age of twenty years. 

The story of our ten years’ separation is now told ; 
the narrative leaves us at the outset of our new lives. 

I am with my mother, heginning my career as a 
country gentleman on the estate in Perthshire which I 
have inherited from Mr. Germaine. Mary is with her 
husband, enjoying her new privileges, learning her new 
duties as a wife. She, too, is living in Scotland — living, 
by a strange fatality, not very far distant from my 
country house. 1 have no suspicion that she is so near 
to me: the name of Mrs. Van Brandt (even if I had 
heard it) appeals to no familiar associations in my mind. 



Still, thekiadred spirits ace parted. Still, there le no , 
idea on her ride* and no idea on mine, that ire shall ever 
meet again. 


CHAPTER IH. 

THE WOMAN ON THE BRIDGE. 

My mother looked in at the library door, and disturbed 
me over my books. 

“ I have been hanging a little picture in my room,” 
she said. “ Come upstairs, my dear, and give me your 
opinion of it." 

I rose and followed her. She pointed to a minia- 
ture portrait, hanging above the mantelpiece. 

“ Do you know whose likeness that is ? ” she asked, 
half sadly, half playfully. “ George ! do you really not 
recognize yourself at thirteen years old ? ” 

IIow should I recognize myself ? Worn by sickness 
and sorrow; browned by the sun, on my long homeward 
voyage ; my hair already growing thin over my forehead, 
my eyes already habituated to their one sad and weary 
look — what had I in common with the fair, plump, curly- 
headed, bright-eyed boy who confronted me in the 
miniature ? The mere sight of the portrait produced the 
most extraordinary effect on my mind. It struck toe 
with an overwhelming melancholy ; it filled me with a 
despair of myself too dreadful to be endured. Making 
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Hjfae best excuse I could to my mother, Tleftthe room. 
Ill another minute I was. out of the house. 

I crossed the park, and left my own possessions 
behind me. Following a by-road, I came to our well- 
known river — so beautiful in itself, so famous among 
Irout-fishers throughout Scotland. It was not then the 
Ashing season. No human being was in sight as 1 took 
my seat on the bank. The old stone bridge which 
Spanned the stream was within a hundred yards of me; 
the setting sun still tinged the swift-flowing water under 
'the arches with its red and dying light. 

Still the boy’s face in the miniature pursued me. 
Still the portrait seemed to reproach me, in a merciless 
language of its own: “Look at what you were cmee- 
think of what you are now ! ” 

I hid my face in the soft fragrant grass. I thought 
of the wasted years of my life between thirteen and 
twenty-three. 

How was it to end ? If I lived to the ordinary life of 
man, what prospect had I before me ? 

Love ? Marriage ? I hurst out laughing as the idea 
crossed my mind. Since the innocently happy days of 
ray boyhood, I had known no more of love than the 
insect that now crept over my hand as it lay on the 
grass. My money, to he sure, would buy me a wife ; but 
would my money make her dear to me ?— dear as Mary 
had once been, in the golden time when my portrait was 
first painted ? 

Mary! Was she still living? Was she married ? 
^Should I know her again, if I saw her? Absurd! I had 



. mE Two msTiMms. 

notseenher since she was ten years old : she was now a 
woman, as 1 was a man. Would she know me, if we 
met ? The portrait, still pursuing me, answered the 
question : “ Look at what you were once— think of what 
you are now ! ” * 

I rose, and walked backwards mid forwards, and 
tried to turn the current of my. thoughts in some new 
: direction. 

It was not to be done. After a banishment of years, 
Mary had got back again into my mind. I sat down 
once more on the river-bank. The sun was sinking fast. 
Black shadows hovered under the arches of the old stone 
bridge. The red light had faded from the swift-flowing 
water, and had left it overspread with one monotonous 
hue of steely grey. The first stars looked down peace- 
fully from the cloudless sky. _ The first shiverings of the 
night-breeze were audible among the trees, and visible 
here and there in the shallow places of the stream. And 
still, the darker it grew, the more persistently my portrait 
led me back to the past — the more vividly the long-lost 
image of the child Mary showed itself to me in my 
thoughts. 

WaB this the prelude to her coming back to me in 
dreams — in her perfect womanhood, in the young prime 
of her life ? 

It might be so. 

I was no longer unworthy of her, as I had once been. 
The effect produced on me by the sight of my portrait 
Was in itself due to moral and mental changes in me for 
the better, which had been steadily proceeding since the 
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time 'when my ■wound had laid ' me helpless among! , 
strangers in a strange land. Sickness, which has mads 
itself teacher and friend to many a man, bad made itself 
teacher and friend to nie. I looked back with horror at 
the vices of my youth — at the fruitless after-days when I 
had impiously doubted all that is most noble, all that is 
most consoling in human life. Consecrated by sorrow, 
purified by repentance, was it vain in me to hop® that 
her spirit and my spirit might yet be united again? 
Who could tell? *■ v 

I rose once more. It could serve no good purpose . to 
linger until night by the banks of the river. I had left, 
the house, feeling the impulse which drives us, in certain 
excited conditions of the mind, to take refuge in move- 
ment and change. The remedy had failed : my mind 
was as strangely disturbed as ever. My wisest course 
would he to go home, and keep my good mother company 
over her favourite game of piquet. 1 

I turned to take the road back — and stopped, struck * 
l>y the tranquil beauty of the last faint light in the 
western sky, shining behind the black line formed by 
the parapet of tire bridge. 

In the grand gathering of the night shadows, in 
the deep stillness of the dying day, I stood alone, and 
watched the sinking light. 

As I looked, there came a change over the scene. 
Snddenly and softly, a living figure glided into view 
on the. bridge. It passed behind the black line of the 
parapet, in the last long rays of the western light. It 
crossed the bridge. It paused, and crossed back again 
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half -way. Then it stopped. The minutes passed-r* 
and there the figure stood, a motionless black object) 
behind the black parapet of the bridge. 

1 advanced a little, moving near enough to obtain 
a closer view of the dress in which the figure was attired. 
The dress showed me that the solitary stranger was 
a woman. 

She did not notice me, in the shadow which the 
trees cast on the bank. She stood with her arms 
folded in her cloak, looking down at the darkening river. 

Why was she waiting there, at the close of evening, 
alone ? 

As the question occurred to me, 1 saw her head 
move. She looked along the bridge, first on one side 
of her, then on the other. Was she waiting for some 
person who was to meet her? Or was she suspicious 
of observation, and anxious to make sure that she was 
alone? 

A sudden doubt of her purpose in seeking that 
solitary | place — a sudden distrust of the lonely bridge 
and the swift-flowing river — set my heart beating 
quickly, and roused me to instant action. I hurried 
up the rising ground which led from the river-bank 
to the bridge, determined on speaking to her while the 
opportunity was still mine. 

She neither saw nor heard me until I was close to 
her. I approached with an irrepressible feeling of 
agitation, not knowing how she might receive me when 
I spoke to her. The moment she turned and faced 
me, my composure came back. It was as if, expecting 
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to sco a stranger, I had unexpectedly'' encountereda 
friend. 

And yet she was a stranger. I had never "before 
looked on that grave and noble face, on that grand 
figure whose exquisite grace and symmetry even her 
long cloak could not wholly hide. She was not, perhaps, 
a strictly beautiful woman. There were defects in her 
which were sufficiently marked to show themselves ih 
the fading light. Her hair, for example, seen under the 
large garden hat that she wore, looked almost as short 
as the hair of a man ; and the colour of it waB of that 
dull lustreless brown hue which is so commonly seen 
in Englishwomen of the ordinary type. Still, in spite 
of these drawbacks, there was a latent charm in her 
expression, thero was an inbred fascination in her man- 
ner, which instantly found its way to my sympathies, 
and its hold on my admiration. She won me, in the 
moment when I first looked at her. 

“May I inquire if you have lost your way?” X 
asked. 

Her eyes rested on my face with a strange look of 
inquiry in them. She did not appear to be surprised 
or confused at my venturing to address her. 

“ I know this part of the country well,” I went on. 
“ Can I be of any use to you ? ” 

She still looked at me with steady, inquiring eyes. 
For a moment, stranger aS I was, my face seemed to 
trouble her as if it had been a face that she had seen 
and forgotten again. If she really had this idea, she 
at once dismissed it with a little toss of her head, and 
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looked away at the river, as if she felt no further interest 
'.inane., w , , 

“ Thank yon. I have not lost my way. I am aeons- 
tomed to walking alone. Good evening.” 

... •' She spoke coldly, but courteously. Her voice was 
delicious; her bow as she left me was the perfection 
of unaffected grace. She left tho bridge on the side by 
which I had first seen her approach it, and walked slowly 
away along the darkening track of the high road. 

Still I was not quite satisfied. There was something 
underlying the charming expression and the fascinating 
manner, which my instinct felt to be something wrong. 
As I walked away towards the. opposite end of the bridge, 
the doubt began to grow on me whether she had spoken 
the truth. In leaving the neighbourhood of the river, 
was she simply trying to get rid of me ? 

I resolved to put this suspicion of her to the test. 
Leaving the bridge, I had only to cross the road beyond 
and to enter a plantation on the bank of the river. 
Here, concealed behind the first tree which was large 
enough to hide me, I could command a view of the 
bridge, and I could fairly count on detecting her, if she 
returned to the river, while there was a ray of light to 
see her by. It was not easy walking in the obscurity 
of the plantation ; I had almost to grope my way to the 
nearest tree that suited my purpose. 

I had just steadied my foothold on the uneven 
ground behind the tree, when the stillness of the twi- 
light hour was suddenly broken by the distant sound 
of a voice. 



- The voice was ^ woman’s. It was nbt raised to 4i$,'' 
high pitch; its accent was the- accent of prayer — and 
the words it uttered were these : — \ 

“ Christ have mercy on me ! ” 

There was silence again. A nameless fear crept over 
toe as I looked out on the bridge. 

She was standing on the parapet. Before I could 
move, before I conld cry out, before I could even breathe 
again freely, she leapt into the river. 

The current ran my way. I could see her, as Ute , 
rose to the surface, floating by in the light an the 
stream. I ran headlong down the bank. She sank 
again in the moment when I stopped to throw aside my. 
hat and coat, and to kick off my shoes. I was a prac- 
tised swimmer. The instant 1 „ was in the water my 
composure came back to me — I felt like myself again. 

The current swept me out into the mid-stream, and 
greatly increased the speed at which I swam. I was 
close behind her when she rose for the second time— 
a shadowy thing just visible a few inches below the 
surface of the river. One more stroke — and my left 
arm was round her; I had her face out of the water. 
She was insensible. I could hold her in the right way 
to leave me master of all my movements; I could devote 
myself, without flurry and fatigue, to the exertion of 
taking her back to the shore. 

My first attempt satisfied me that there was no 
reasonable hope, burdened as I now was, of breasting 
the strong current running towards the mid-river from 
either bank. I tried it on one side, and tried it on the 
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other — and gave it up. The one choice left was to let 
myself drift with her down the stream. Some fifty 
yards lower the river took a turn round a promontory 
of land, on which stood a little inn, much frequented 
by anglers in the season. As wo approached the place, 
I made another attempt (again an attempt in vain) to 
reach the shore. Our last chance now was to be heard 
by the people of tho inn. I shouted at the full pitch 
of my voice, as wo drifted past. Tho cry was answered. 
A man put off in a boat. In five minutes more I had 
her safe on the bank again, and the man and I wore 
carrying her to the inn by the river-side. 

The landlady and her servant-girl were equally willing 
to be of service, and equally ignorant of what tiny were 
to do. Fortunately, my medical education made me 
competent to direct them. A good fire, warm blankets, 
hot water in bottles, were all at my disposal. I shovi d 
the women myself how to ply the work of revival. They 
persevored, and I persevered ; and still, there she lay, in 
her perfect beauty of form, without a sign of life per- 
ceptible — there she lay, to all outward appearance, dead 
by drowning. 

A last hope was left — the hope of restoring her (if I 
could construct the apparatus in time), by the process 
called “artificial respiration.” I was just endeavouring 
to tell the landlady what I wanted, and was just con- 
scious of a strange difficulty in expressing myself — when 
the good woman started hack and looked at me with a 
scream of terror. 

“Good God, sir, you’re bleeding!” she cried. “What’s 
the matter? where are you hurt ? ” 
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In the ipome^t when ehe spoh© to me, I hnew whui 
had happened* The old Indian wound (irritated, do^bfrr 
loss, by the violent exertion that I had imposed upon 
myself) had opened again. I struggled against the 
sudden sense of faintness that seized on me,j I tried to 
toll the people of the inn what to do. It was useless. I 
dropped to my knees ; my head sank on the bosom of 
the woman stretched senseless upon the low couch 
beneath me. The death-in-life that had got her had got 
me. Lost to the world about us, we lay, with my blood 
flowing on her, united in our deathly trance ! 

Where were our spirits, at that moment? Were 
they together, and conscious of each other ? United by 
a spiritual bond, undiscovered and unsuspected by us in 
the flesh, did we two, who had met as strangers on the 
fatal bridge, know each other agaiil in the trance ? You 
who have loved and lost — you whose one consolation dt 
has been to believe in other worlds than this — can yon 
turn from my questions in contempt ? can you honestly 
say that they have never been your questions, too ? 


CHAPTER IV. 

THE KINDRED SPIRITS. 

The morning sunlight, shining in at a badly curtained 
window; a clumsy wooden bed, with big twisted posts 
that reached to the ceiling; on one side of the bed 
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wy mother’s welcome face ; on the other .side, an elderly 
gentleman, unremembered by me at that moment-such 
Were the objects that presented themselves to my view 
, when I first consciously returned to the world that we 
live in. 

* “Look, doctor, look! he has come to his senses, at 
last.” 

* “ Open your mouth, sir, and take a sup of this.” 

My mother was rejoicing over me on one side of the 
bed; and the unknown gentleman, addressed as “doctor,” 

■ was offering me a spoonful of whisky and water, on the 
other. He called it the “ elixir of life ; ” and he bade 
me remark (speaking in a strong Scotch accent) that he 
tasted it himself to show he was in earnest. < 

The stimulant did its good work. My head felt less 
giddy ; ray mind became clearer. I could speak 
collectedly to my mother; I could vaguely recall the 
more marked events of the previous evening. A minute 
or two more — and the image of the person in whom 
those events had all centred became a living image in 
my memory. I tried to raise myself in the bed; I asked 
impatiently, “ Where is she ? ” 

The doctor produced another spoonful of the elixir of 
life, and gravely repeated his first address to me — 

“ Open your mouth, sir, and take a sup of this.” 

I persisted in repeating my question — 

“Where is she ?” 

The doctor persisted in repeating his formula— 

“ Take a sup of this.” 

I was too weak to contest the matter— I obeyed. My 
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medical attendant nodded across the bed to my mother, 

- and said, “ Now he’ll do.” My mother hadeomecom- 
passion on me : she relieved my anxiety in these plain 
words — 

* 1 , 

- “The lady has quite recovered, George; thanks^ 

the doctor here.” 

I looked at my professional colleague with a new 
interest. He was the legitimate fountain-head of the 
information that I was dying to have poured into my 
mind. 

“ How did he revive her ? ” I asked. “ Where is she 
now?” 

The doctor held up his hand ; warning me to stop*. 

“ We shall do well, sir, if wo proceed systematically,” 
he began, in a very positive mannef. “ You will under- 
stand that every time you open your mouth it will be to 
take a sup of this — and not to speak. I shall tell you in 
due course, and the good lady your mother will tell you, * 
all that you have any need to know. As I happen to 
have been first on what you may call the scene of action, 
it stands in the fit order of things that I should speak < 
first. You will just permit me to mix a little more of the 
elixir of life — and then, as the poet says, my plain un- 
varnished tale I shall deliver.” 

So he spoke, pronouncing, in a strong Scotch accent, 
the most carefully selected English I had ever heard. A 
hard-headed, square-shouldered, pertinaciously self- 
willed *man — it was plainly useless to contend with him. 

I turned to my mother’s gentle face for encouragement, 
and I let my doctor have his own way. . „ 
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“ My name,” he proceeded, “ is MaeGlue. I hadtha ^ 
ttonopr of presenting my respects at your house yonder,, 
whii youl first came to live in this neighbourhood. You/ 
don’t remember me at present, which is natural enough/ . 
in the unbalanced condition of your mind; consequent,; 
you will understand (as a professional person yourself), 
on copious loss of blood.” 

There my patience gave way. 

“Never mind me,” I interposed. “Tell me about 

the lady.” 

« you ha ve opened your mouth, sir ! ” cried Mr. Mac- 
Glue, severely. “ You know the penalty— take a sup of 
this. I told you we should proceed systematically,” he 
went on, after he had forced me to submit to the penalty 
“Everything in its place, Mr. Germaine ; everything m 
its place. I was speaking of your bodily condition. 
Well, sir, and how did I discover your bodily condition ? 
Providentially for you, I was driving home, yesterday 
ev ening , by the lower road (which is the road by tha 
river-bank) ; ahd, drawing near to the inn here (they 
call it an hotel : it’s nothing hut an inn), I heard the 
screeching of the landlady half a mile off. A good 
- woman enough, you will understand, as times go ; but a 
poor creature in an emergency. Keep still ; I m coming 
to it now. Well, I went in to see if the screeching 
related to anything wanted in the medieal way; and 
there I found you and the stranger lady— in a position 
which I may truthfully describe as standing ih some 
>■ n eed of improvement on the score of propriety. Tut! 

. tut! I speak jocosely— you were both in a dead swoon. 



j Having heard what the landlady, had to teU me, and 
having to the best of my ability separated , history from 
^hysterics, in the course of the woman’s narrative, I found 
myself, as it were, placed between two laws. The law 
of gallantry, you see, pointed to the lady as the first 
object of my, professional services^while the law of 
humanity (seeing that you were still bleeding) pointed 
no less imperatively to you. I am no longer a young 
man — I left the lady to wait. My word ! it was no light 
matter, Mr. Germaine, to deal with your case, and, get 
you carried up here out of the way. That old wound of 
yours, sir, is not to be trifled with. I bid you beware 
how you open it again. The next time you go out for an 
evening walk, and you see a lady in the water — you wiU 
do well for your own health to leave her there. What’s 
that I see ? Axe you opening your mouth again ? Do 
you want another sup already ? ” 

“He wants to hear more about the lady,” said my, 
mother, interpreting my wishes for me. 

“ Oh, the lady,” resumed Mr. MacGlue, with the air 
of a man who found no great attraction in the subject 
proposed to him. “ There’s not much that I know of to 
be said about the lady. A fine woman no doubt. If 
you could strip the flesh off her bones, yon would find a 
splendid skeleton underneath. For, mind this ! there’s 
no such thing as a finely made woman, without a good • 
bony scaffolding to build her on at starting. I don’t 
think much of this lady — morally speaking, you will 
understand. If I may be permitted to say so, in your 
presence, ma’am, there’s a man in the background of that 
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dramatic scene of hers on the bridge. However— not 
being the man myself — I ‘have nothing to do with that. 
My business with the lady was just to set her vital 
machinery going again. And, heaven knows, she proved 
a heavy handful I It was even a more obstinate ease to 
deal with, sir, than yours. I never, in all my experience, 
mot with two people more unwilling to come back to this 
world and its troubles than you two wojre. And when I 
had done the business at last, when I was well-nigh 
swooning myself with the work and the worry of it, 
guess — I give you leave to speak for this once — guess 
what were the first words the lady said to me, when she 
came to herself again.” 

I was too much excited to be able to exercise my 
ingenuity, “ I give it up ! ” I said, impatiently. 

“ You may well give it up,” remarked Mr. MacGlue. 
“ The first words she addressed, sir, to the man who had 
dragged her out of the' very jaws of death were these : 

‘ How dare you meddle with me ? Why didn’t you leave 
me to die ? ’ Her exact language — I’ll take my Bible 
oath of it. 1 was so provoked that I gave her the change 
back (as the saying is) in her own coin. * There’s the 
river handy, ma’am,’ I said. ‘ Bo it again. I, for one, 
won’t stir a hand to save you ; I promise you that.’ She 
looked up sharply. * Are you the man who took me out 
of the river ? ’ she said. ‘ God forbid ! ’ says I. ‘ I’m 
only the doctor who was fool enough to meddle with you 
afterwards.' She turned to the landlady. ‘Who took 
me out of the river ? ’ she asked. The landlady told her, t 
and mentioned your name. ‘Germaine?’ she says to 






erself ; ‘1 know nobody named Germaine j X ponder 
hether it was the man who spoke to me on the bridge ? ’ 
‘Yes,’ says the landlady; ‘Mr. Germaine said he met 
. you on the bridge.’ Hearing that, she took a little time 
•$o think; and then she asked if she could see Mr. Ger*. 
maine. ‘Whoever he is,’ she says, ‘he has risked his 
Ijfe to saveme, and I ought to thank him for doing that.’ 
‘You can’t thank him to-night,’ I said; * I’ve got him, 
upstairs between life anti death; and I’ve sent for his 
mother: wait till to-morrow.’ She turned on me, 
looking half frightened, half angry. * I ean’t wait,’ she 
says ; * you don’t know what you have done among you 
in bringing me back to life ; I must leave this neighbour* 
hood ; I must be out of Perthshire to-morrow ; when does 
the first coach southward pass this way?’ Having 
nothing to do with the first coach southward, I referred 
her to the people of the inn. My business (now I had 
done with the lady) was upstairs in this room, to see 
how you were getting oil. You were getting on as well 
as I could wish, and your good mother was at your bed- 
side. I went home, to see what sick people might be 
waiting for me in the regular way. When I came back 
. this morning, there was the foolish landlady with a new 
tale to tell. ‘ Gone ! ’ says she. ‘ Who’s gone ? ’ says I. 

4 The lady,' says she, ‘ by the first coach this morning ! ’ ” 

“ You don’t mean to tell me that she has left the 
house ? ” I exclaimed. 


“Oh, but I do ! ” said the doctor, as positively as ever. 
“ Ask madam your mother here, and she’ll certify it to 
your heart’s content. I’ve got other sick ones to visit 
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— %nd Pm away on my rounds. You'll see no more of t 
tile lady ; and so much the better, I’m thinking 1 In two 
hours’ time I’ll be back again; and, if I don’t find you 
’ .the worse in the interim, I’ll see about having you 
transported from this strange place to the snug bed that 
knows you at home. Don’t let him talk, ma’am — don’t 
let Kim talk.” « 

With those parting words, Mr. MacGlue left us to 
ourselves. 

“ Is it really true ? ” I said to my mother. “ Has she 
left the inn without waiting to sec me ? ” 

“Nobody could stop her, George,” my mother an- 
swered. “ The lady left the inn this morning by the 
coach to Edinburgh.” 

I was bitterly disappointed. Yes ! “ bitterly ” is the 
word — though she was a stranger to me. 

“ Did you see her yourself,” I asked. 

“ I saw her for a few minutes, my dear, on my way 
up to your room.” 

“ What did she say ? ” 

“ She begged me to make her excuses to you. She 
said, 1 Tell Mr. Germaine that my situation is dreadful : 
no "human creature can help me. I must go away. My * 
old life is as much at an end as if your son had left me 
to drown in the river. I must find a new life for myself, 
in a new place. Ask Mr. Germaine to forgive me for 
going away without thanking him. I daren’t wait ! I 
may he followed and found out. There is a person whom 
I am determined never to see again — never ! never ! 
never! Good-bye; and try to forgive me.’ She hid 
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i her face in her bands, and said ho more. I- tried to win 
her confidence— it was not to be done ; I was obliged to 
leave her. There is some dreadful calamity, George, in 
that wretched woman’s life. And such an interesting 
; creature, tool It was impossible not to pity her, 
whether she deserves it or not. Everything about her is 
a mystery, my dear. She speaks English, without the 
slightest foreign accent — and yet she has a foreign 
name.” 

“ Did she give yon her name ?” 

“No — and I was afraid to ask her to give it. But the 
landlady here is not a very scrupulous person. She 
told me she looked at the poor creature’s linen, while it 
was drying by the fire. The name marked on it was : 

* Van Brandt.’ ” 

“Van Brandt?” I repeated. “That sounds like 
a Dutch name. And yet you say she spoke like an 
Englishwoman. Perhaps she was born in England.” 

“Or perhaps she may be married,” suggested my 
mother; “and Van Brandt may be the name of her 
husband.” 

The idea of her being a married woman had some- 
thing in it repellant to me. I wished my mother had 
not thought of that last suggestion. I refused to receive 
it ; I persisted in my own belief that the stranger was a 
single woman. In that character I could indulge myself 
in the luxury of thinking of her ; I could consider the 
chances of my being able to trace this charming fugitive 
who had taken so strong a hold on my interest — whose 
desperate attempt at suicide had so nearly cost me my 
own life. 



If she had gone as fair as Edinburgh {which she 
would surely do, being bent on avoiding discovery), the 
prospect of finding her again — in that great city, and in 
my present weak state of health' — looked doubtful 
indeed. Still, there was an underlying hopefulness in 
me which kept my spirits from being seriously depressed. 
I felt a purely imaginary (perhaps I ought to say, a 
purely superstitious) conviction, that we who had nearly, 
died together, we who had been brought to life together,, 
were surely destined to be involved in some future joys 
or Borrows common to us both. “ I fancy I shall see 
her again,” was my last thought before my weakness 
overpowered mo, and I sank into a peaceful sleep. 

That night I was removed from the inn to my own 
room at home; and that night I saw her again in a 
dream. 

The image of her was as vividly impressed upon me 
as the far different image of the child Mary, when I used 
to see it in the days of old. Tho dream-figure of the 
woman was robed as I had seen it robed on the bridge. 
She wore the same broad-brimmed garden hat of straw. 
She looked at me as she had looked at me when I 
approached her in the dim evening light. After a little 
her face brightened with a divineiy be'autiful smile, and 
she whispered in my ear : “ Friend, do you know me ? ” 

I knew her most assuredly — and yet it was with an 
incomprehensible after-feeling of doubt. Kecognizing 
her in my dream as the stranger who had eo warmly 
interested me, I was nevertheless dissatisfied with myself 



as if it had not been the right recognition. I woke tptb 
this idea ; and I slept no more that night. 

In three days’ time I was , strong enough to go 
out (hiving ^iih my mother, in the comfortable old- 
fashioned open carriage which had once belonged to 
Mr. Germaine. 

On the fourth day we arranged to make an excursion 
.to a little waterfall in our neighbourhood. My mother 
had a great admiration .of the place, and had often ex? 
pressed a wish to possess some memorial of it. I resolved 
to take my sketch-book with me, on the chance that I 
might be able to please her by making a drawing of her 
favourite scene. 

Searching for the sketch-book (which I had not used 
for years), I found it in an old desk of mine that had 
remained unopened since my departure for India. In 
the course of my investigation, I opened a drawer in the' 
desk, and discovered a relic of the old times — my poor 
little Mary’s first work in embroidery, the green flag 1 

The sight of the forgotten keepsake took my mind 
back to the bailiffs cottage, and reminded me of Dame 
Dermody, and her confident prediction about Mary 
and me. 

I smiled as I recalled tho old woman’s assertion that 
no human power Could hinder the union of the kindred' 
spirits of the children in time to come. What had 
become of the prophesied dreams in which we were to 
communicate with each other through the term of our 
separation ? Years had passed ; and, sleeping or waking, 

I had seen nothing of Mary. Years had passed ; and 

o 



the first vision of a woman that had come to ms "had 
been my dream* a few nights since, of the stranger whom 
I had sated from drowning 1 I thought of these chances 
and changes in my life— but not contemptuously or 
bjtterly. The new love that was now stealing its way 
into my heart had softened and humanized me. I said 
to myself, “Ah, poor little Mary!’’ — and I kissed the 
green flag, in grateful memory of the days that were 
gone for ever. 

We drove to the waterfall. 

It was a beautiful day : the lonely sylvan Beene was 
at its brightest and best. A wooden summer-house, 
commanding a prospect of the falling stream, had been 
built for the accommodation of pleasure-parties by the 
proprietor of the place. My mother suggested that I 
should try to make a sketch of the view from this point. 
I did my best to please her ; but I was not satisfied with 
the result ; and I abandoned my drawing before it waB 
half finished. Leaving my sketch-book and pencil on 
the table of the summer-house, I proposed to my mother 
to cross the little wooden bridge which spanned the 
stream below the fall, and to see how the landscape 
looked from a new point of view. 

The prospect of the waterfall, as seen from the 
opposite bank, presented even greater difiiculties, to an 
amateur artist like me, than the prospect which we had 
just left. We returned to the summor-heuse. 

I was the first to approach the opon door. I stopped, 
checked in my advance by an unexpected discovery. The 
summer-house was no longer empty, as we had left it. 
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A lady was seated at the table, with my pencil i» heV : 
hand, writing in my sketch-book l 

After waiting a moment ,1 advanced a IjBW steps 
nearer to the door, and stopped again, in breathless 
amazement. The stranger in the summer-house wap 
now plainly revealed to me as the woman who had 
attempted to destroy herself from the bridge ! 

There was no doubt about it. There was the dress j 
there was the memorable face which I had seen in the 

P 

evening light, which I had dreamed of only a few night# 
since ! The w° mai1 herself — I saw her as plainly as X 
saw the sun shining on the waterfall— -the woman 
herself ; with my pencil in her hand ; writing in my 
book! 

My mother was close behind me : she noticed my 
agitation. “Georgo!” she exclaimed, “what is the 
matter with you ? ” 

I pointed through the open door of the summer* 
house. 

“ Well ? ” said i my mother. " What. H am I 
look at?” 

“Don’t you see somebody, sitting at the table and 
writing in my sketch-book ? ” 

My mother ay« d mo quickly. “Is he going to be ill 
again ? ” I heard her say to herself. 

At the same moment, the woman laid down the 
pencil, and rose slowly to her feet. 

She looked at me with sorrowful and pleading eyes : 
sho lifted her hand, and beckoned me to approach her* 
I obeyed. Moving without conscious will of my OTO* 
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drawn nearer and nearer to her by an irresistible power, 
I asoended the short flight of stairs which led into the 
summer-house. Within a few paces of her I stopped. 
She advanced a step towards me, and laid her hand 
gently on my bosom. Her touch filled me with strangely 
united sensations of rapture and awe. After a while she 
spoke in low melodious tones, which mingled in my ear 
with the distant murmur of the f filling water, until the 
two sounds became one. I heard in the murmur, I 
heard in the voice, these words: “ Eemember me. Come 
to me." Her hand dropped from my bosom ; a momen- 
tary obscurity passed like a flying shadow over the 
bright daylight in the room. I looked for her when the 
light came back. Slio was gone. 

My consciousness of passing events returned. 

I saw the lengthening shadows outside, which told 
me that the evening was at hand. I saw the carriage 
approaching the summer-house to take us away. I felt 
my mother’s hand on my. arm, and heard her voice 
speaking to me anxiously. I was able to reply by a si/n, 
entreating her not to bo uneasy about me — but I could 
do no more. I was absorbed, body and soul, in the ono 
desire to look at the sketch-book. As certainly as I had 
seen the woman — so certainly t had seen her with my 
pencil in her hand, writing in my book. 

I advanced to the table on which tho book was lying 
open. I looked at the blank space on the lower part of 
the page, under the foreground lines of my unfinished 
drawing. My mother, following me, looked at tho 
page too. 
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There was tbo writing ! The woman had disappeared 
— hut there were her written words left behind : visible 
to my mother as well as to me: readable by my mother's 
eyes as well as by mine ! 

These were the words we saw; arranged in two lines, 
as I copy them here ; — 

When The Ftjll Moon Shines 
On Saint Anthony's Well. 


CHAPTER V. 

% 

NATURAL AND SUPERNATURAL. 

I pointed to tlu> writing in the sketch-book, and looked 
at my mother. I was not mistakon. She had seen it, 
as I had soon it. But she refused to acknowledge that 
anything had happened to alarm her — plainly as I could 
detect it in her face. 

“Somebody has been playing a trick on you, George," 
she said. 

I made no reply. It was noedless to say anything. 
My poor mother was evidently as far from being satisfied 
with her own shallow explanation as I was. The car- 
riage waited for us at the dpor. We set forth in silence 
on our drive home. 

Tho sketch-book lay open on my knee. My eyes were , 
fastened on it ; my mind was absorbed in recalling the 
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moment ■when the apparition' beclconed me Into the 
summer-house, and spoke. Putting the words and tho 
Writing together, the conclusion was too plain to be mis- 
taken. The woman whom I had saved from drowning 
had need of me again. 

And this was the same woman who, in her own proper 
person, .Ip 4 . not hesitated to seize the first opportunity 
of leaving the house in which we had been sheltered 
together— without stopping to say one grateful word to 
tho man who had preserved her from death ! Pour days 
only had elapsed since she had left me, never (to all 
appearance) to see me again. And now, the ghostly 
apparition of her had returned, as to a tried and trusted 
friend ; had commanded mo to remember her andvlo go 
to her ; and had provided against all possibility of my 
memory playing me false, by writing the words which 
invited me to meet her “ when the full moon shone on 
St. Anthony’s Well." 

“What had happened in the interval ? What did the 
supernatural manner of her communication with me 
mean ? What ought my nest course of action to be ? 

My mother roused me from my reflections. Sbo 
'stretched out her hand and suddenly closed tho open 
book on my knee, as if tho sight of the writing in it was 
unendurable to her. 

“Why don’t you speak to me, G«orgo?” she said. 
“ Why do you keep your thoughts to yourself ? ” 

“ My mind is lost in confusion,” I answered. “ T 
can BUggest nothing and explain nothing. My thoughts 
are all bant on the one question of what I am to do next. 



On that point I believe ,1 may say that mymindia mj&le; 
up.” I touched the sketch-book as I specie. w Ck)^h 
what may of it,” I said, “ I mCan to fceep'the appoint- 
ment,” 

My mother looked at me as if she doubted the evi- 
dence of her own senses. 

“ He talkB as if it was a real thing ! ” she exclaimed. 
“ George! you don’t really believe that you|paw some- 
body in the summer-house? The place was empty. T 
tell you positively, when you pointed into the 1 sumtiiSf- 
house, the place was empty. You have- hem think ing 
and thinking of this woman till you persuade yourself 
that you have actually seen her.” 

• I opened the slcetch-book again. “ I thought I Chur 
her writing on this page,” I answered. “ Look at it — 
and tell me if I was wrong.” 

My mother refused to look at it. Steadily as she 
persisted in taking the rational view, nevertheless the 
writing frightened her. 

“It is not a week yet,” she went on, “since I saw 1 
you lying between life and death in your bed at the inn. 
How can you talk of keeping the appointment, in your , 
state of health ? An appointment with a shadowy 
Something in your own imagination, which appears afid 
disappears, and leaves substantial writing behind it! 
It’s ridiculous, George ; I wonder you can help laughing 
at yourself.” 

She tried to set the example of laughing at me— -with 
the tears in her eyes, poor soul, as she made the useless 
effort. I began to regret having opened my mind so 
freely to her. - 
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“Don’t take the matter too seriously, mother,’' I 
said, “ Perhaps I may not be able to find the place. I 
, never heard of Bt. Anthony’s Well ; I have not the least 
idea where it is. Suppose I make the discovery— and 
suppose the journey turns out to be an easy one — would 
you like to go with me ? ” 

“ God forbid ! ” cried my mother, fervently. “ I will 
have nothing to do with it, George. You are in a state 
of delusion — I shall speak to the doctor.” 

“ By all means, my dear mother ! Mr. MacGlue is a 
sensible person. We pass his house on our way home — 
and we will ask him to dinner. In the mean time, let us 
say no more on the subject till we see the doctor.” 

I spoke lightly, but I really meant what I said. My 
mind was sadly disturbed; my nerves were so shaken, 
that the slightest noises on the road startled me. The 
opinion of a man, like Mr. MacGlue, who looked at all 
mortal matters from the same immovably practical point 
of view, might really have its use, in my case, as a 
species of moral remedy. 

We waited until the dessert was on the table, and 

servants had left the dining-room. Then I told my 
story to the Scotch doctor as I have told it here ; and, 
that done, I opened the sketch-book to let him see the 
writing for himself. 

Had I turned to the wrong page ? 

I started to my feet, and held the book close to the 
light of the lamp that hung over the dining-table. 'No ; 
I had found the right page. There was my half-finished 
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drawingof the waterfall-r-but where were file two fines 
of writing beneath ? 

Gone! 

I strained my eyes ; I looked and looked. And the 
blank white paper looked back at me. / 

I placed the open leaf before my mother. “ You 
saw it as plainly as I did,” I said. “ Are my owneyeB 
deceiving me ? Look at the bottom of the page. 1 ’ 

My mother sank back in her chair with a cry of 
terror. 

“ Gone ?” I asked. 

“ Gone ! ” 

I turned to the doctor. He took me completely by 
surprise. No incredulous smile appeared on his face; 
no jesting words passed his lips. He was listening to 
us attentively. He was waiting gravely to hear more. 

“ I declare to you, on my word of honour,” I Said 
to him, “that I saw the apparition writing with my 
pencil ait the bottom of that page. I declare that I took 
the book in my hand, and saw these words written in 
it : * When the full moon shines on St. Anthony’s Well.’ 
Not more than three hours have passed since that time 
— and, see for yourself, not a vestige of the writing 
remains.” 

“ Not a vestige of the writing remains,” Mr. MaoGlne 
repeated quietly. 

“ If you feel the slightest doubt of what I have told 
you," I went on, “ ask my mother — she will hear witness 
that shC saw the writing too.” 

“ I don't doubt that you both saw the writing,” 



answered Mir, MacGlue, with a composure that a?* 
tonishedme. < 

“Can you account for it ? n I asked. 

“Well,” said the impenetrable doctor, “if I set my 
wits at work, I believe I might account for it, to the 
satisfaction of some people. For example, I might give 
yoti what they call the rational explanation, to begin 
With. I might say that you are, to my certain know- 
ledge, in a highly excited nervous condition ; and that, 
when you saw the apparition (as you call it), you simply 
saw nothing but your own strong impression of an absent 
woman— who (as I greatly fear) has got on the weak 
or amatory side of you. I mean no offence, Mr, 
Germaine tf 

“I take no offence, doctor. But excuse me for 
speaking plainly — the rational explanation is thrown 
away on me.” 

“Ill readily excuse you,” answered Mr. MacGlue. 

“ The rather that I’m entirely of your opinion. I don’t 
ielieve in the rational explanation myself.” 4 

This was surprising, to say the least of it. “ What 
do you believe in ? ” I inquired. 

Mr. MacGlue declined to let me hurry him. 

“Wait a little,” he said. “There’s the ir-rational 
explanation to try next. Maybe it will fit itself to 
the present state of your mind better than the other. 
We will say, this time, that you have really seen the 
ghost (or double) of a living person. Very good. If 
you can suppose a disembodied spirit to appear in, 
earthly clothing— of silk or merino, as the case may 
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"be— it's no great etreteh to suppose nest that this same 
spirit is capable of holding a mortal pencil, and of writing 
mortal -words in a mortal sketching-book. And, if the 
ghost vanishes (which your ghost did), it seems super- 
naturally appropriate that the writing should follow the 
example and vanish too. And the reason of the vanish- 
ment may be (if you want a reason), either that the 
ghost does not like lotting a stranger like me into its 
secrets, or that vanishing is a settled habit of ghosts 
and of everything associated with them; or that this 
ghost has changed its mind in the course of three hours 
(being the ghost of a woman, I’m sure that’s not won- 
derful), and doosn’t care to seo you ‘when the full moon 
shines on Anthony’s Well.’ There’s the ir-rational ex- 
planation for you. And, speaking -for myself. I’m bound 
to add that I don’t set a pin’s value on that explanation 
either.” 

Mr. MacGlne’s sublime indifference to both sides of 
the question began to irritate mo. 

“In plain words, doctor,” I said, “you don’t think 
the circumstances that I have mentioned to you worthy 
of serious investigation ? ” 

“ I don’t think serious investigation capable of deal- 
ing with the circumstances,” answered the doctor. 
“Put it in that way, and you put it right. Just look 
round you. Here we throe persons are, alive and hearty 
at this snug table. If (which God forbid !) good Mistress 
Germaine, or yourself, were to fall down dead in another 
moment, I, doctor as I am, could no more explain what 
first principle of life and movement had been suddenly 
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es&gaished in you than the dog there Bleeping on the 
hearth-rug. If I am content to sit down ignorant, in 
Hie face of such an impenetrable mystery as this— pre- 
sented to me, day after day, every time I see a living 
creature come into the world or go but of it — Why may 
I not sit down content in the faee of your lady na the 
summer-house, and say, she’s altogether beyond my 
fathoming, and there is an end of her ? ” 

At those words, my mother joined in the conversa- 
tion for the first time. 

“Ah, sir,” she said, “if you could only persuade 
my son to take your sensible view, how happy I Should 
be ! Would you believe it — he positively means (if he 
can find the place) to go to St. Anthony’s Well 1” ■ 

Even this revelation entirely failed to surprise Mr. 
MacGlue. ; 

“Ay! ay! He means to keep his appointment 
with the ghost, does he? Well! I can be of some 
service to him, if he sticks to his resolution. I 
can tell him of another man who kept a written 
appointment with a ghost, and what came of it.” 

This was a startling announcement. Did he really 
mean what he said ? 

“Are you in jest or in earnest ? ” I asked. 

“I never joke, sir!” said Mr. MacGlue. “No sick : 
person really believes in a doctor who jokes. I defy 
you k> show me a man at the head of our profession 
whfgnas ever been discovered in high spirits (in medical 
hours) by his nearest and dearest friend. You may 
hatVe wondered, I dare say, at seeing mo take your 
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strange narrative as eoolly as I do. It comos naturally, 
sir. Yours is not the first story of a ghost and a pencil 
that I have heard.” * 

“Do you mean to fej| me,” I said, “that yon know 
of another man who has seen what I have seen ? ” 

“ That's just what I mean to tell you,” rejoined the, 
doctor.^pfbe man was a far-away Scots' cousin, of 
my lafe vnfo, who bore the honourable name of, Bruce, 
aud followed a seafaring life. I’ll take another glass 
of, the shefry-wine, just to wet my whistle, us the vulgar 
saying is, before I begin. Well, you must know Bruce 
was mate of a barque, at the time I’m speaking of ; and 
he was on 'a voyage from Liverpool to New Brunswick. 
At noon^ne day, he and the captain having taken their 
* observation of the sun, were hard at it below, working 
out the :l<$ti|ude and longitude on their slates. Bruce, 
in fiisSoWH^feiifft'cross through the open door of the 
capta^tu^rai opposite. ‘What do you make it, sir?’ 
says Bruce. 1 1 The man in the captain’s cabin looked 
up. And what did Bruce see? The face of the captain? 
Devil a hit of it — lie face of a total stranger 1 Up 
jumps Bruce, with his heart going full gallop all in a 
moment, and searches for the captain on deck, and finds' 
him much as usual, with his calculations done, and his 
latitude and longitude off his mind for the day. ‘There’s 
somebody at your desk, sir,’ says Bruce. * He’s writing 
on your slate, and he’s a total stranger to me.’ ‘A 
stranger in my cabin?’ says the captain. ‘Why, Mr. 
Bruce, the ship has been sis weeks out of port. How 
did he get on board ? ’ Bruce doesn’t know how, but 
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be sticks to his story. Away goes the captain, and 
bursts like a whirlwind into his cabin, and finds nobody 
there. Bruce himself is obliged to acknowledge that the 
place is certainly empty. ‘ If, 1 didn’t know you were 
a sober man,’ says the captain, ’I should charge you 
with drinking. As it is, I’ll hold you accountable for 
nothing worse than dreaming. Don’t do it again, Mr. 
Bruce.’ Bruco sticks to his story; Bruce swears he 
saw the man writing on the captain’s slate. The captain 
takes up the slate, and looks at it. ‘ Lord save us and 
bless us ! ’ says be ; * here the writing is, sure enough ! ’ 
Bruce looks at it, too, and sees the writing as plain as 
can he, in these words : * Steer to the Nor’-West.’ That, 
and no more. Ah, goodness me, narrating is dry work, 
Mr. Germaine ! With your leave. I’ll take another drop 
of the sherry-wine. 

“Well! (It’s fine old wine that; look at the oily 
drops running down the glass.) Well, steering to the 
north-west, you will understand, was out of the captain’s 
course. Nevertheless, finding no solution of the mystery 
on board the ship, and the weather at the time being 
fine, the captain determined, while the daylight lasted, 
to alter his course, and see what came of it. Towards 
three o’clock in the afternoon, an iceberg came of it ; 
with a wrecked ship stove in, and frozen fa6t to the ice ; 
and the passengers and crew nigh to death with cold 
and exhaustion. Wonderful enough, you will say, but 
more remains behind. As tho mate was helping one 
of the rescued passengers up tho side of the barque, 
who should he turn out to bo but the very man whose 



ghostly appearance Brace had sees in the captain's 
cabin, writing on the captain’s slate! And more tea 
that — if your capacity for being surprised isn’t clean 
worn oat by this time — the passenger recognized the 
barque as the very vessel which he had seen in a dream 
at noon that day. He had even spoken of it to one of 
the officers on board the wrecked ship, when he woke; 

■ ' We shall he rescued to-day,’ he had said— and he . 
had exactly described the rig of the barque, hours and 
hours before the vessel herself hove in view. Now you 
know, Mr. Germaine, how my wife’s far-away eousin 
kept an appointment with a ghoBtj and what cause; 
of it.”* • ~- 

Concluding his story in these words, the 'doctor 
helped himself to another glass of “the sherry-wine.” 

I was not satisfied yet— I wanted to know more. 

“ The writing on the Blate,” I said — “ did it remain 
there ? or did it vanish, like the writing in my book ? ” 

Mr. MacGlue’s answer disappointed me. He had 
never asked, and had never heard, whether the writing 
had remained or not. He had told me all that he knew, 
and he had but one thing more to say — and that was 
in the nature of a remark, with a moral attached to, it; 
“There’s a marvellous resemblance, Mr. Germaine, 
between your story and Bruce’s story. The main differ- 
ence, as I see it, is this. The passenger’s appointment 

* The doctor's narrative is not imaginary. It will be found related 
in full detail, and authenticated by names and dates, in Robert 3Mo 
Owen's very interesting work, called u Footfalls^ on^ the Boundary of \ 
Another Wovl d. ” The author gladly takes this opportunity of acSaow- I 
lodging his obligations to Mr. Owen's remarkable book* 



‘ ' . "■ _ tbe fwo 

proved to be the salvation of a whole ship’s company. 
I very much doubt whether the lady’s appointment will 
prpve to be the salvation of You.” 

I silently re-considered the strange narrative which 
lad just been related to me. Another man had seen 
what I had seen — had done what I proposed to do ! 
My mother noticed with grave displeasure the strong 
impression which Mr. MacGlue had produced on my 
mind. 

“ I wish you had kept your story to yourself, doctor,” 
she said sharply. 

“ May I ask why, madam ?” 

“ You have confirmed my son, sir, in his resolution 
to go to St. Anthony’s Well.” 

Mr. MacGlue quietly consulted his pocket almanack 
before he replied. 

“ It’s the full moon on the ninth of the month,” he 
said. “That gives Mr. Germaine some days of rest, 
ma’am, before he takes the journey., If he travels in 
his own comfortable carriage — whatever I may think, 
morally speaking, of his enterprise— I can’t say, medi- 
cally speaking, that I believe it will do him much 
harm.” 

“You know where St. Anthony’s Well is?” I 
interposed. 

“I must be mighty ignorant of Edinburgh not to 
know that,” replied the doctor. 

“Is the Well in Edinburgh, then ? ” 

“It’s just outside Edinburgh — looks down on it, as 
you may say. You follow the dd street called the 
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Canongate, to the end. You turn to your right, past 
the lemons Palace of Holyrood ; yon cross the Park 
and the Drive ; and take your way upwards to the ruins 
of Anthony’s Chapel, on the shoulder of the hill — and 
there you are ! There’s a high rock behind the Chapel; 
and at the foot of it, you will find the spring they call 
Bt. Anthony’s Well. It’s thought 1 a pretty view by 
moonlight — and they tell me it’s no longer be#t at 
night by had characters, as it used to be in the odd 
time.” 

My mother, in graver and graver displeasure, rose 
to retire to the drawing-room. 

"I confess you have disappointed me,” she said 
to Mr. MacGlue. “ I should have thought you would 
have been the last man to encourage my son in an act 
of imprudence.” 

“Craving your pardon, madam, your son requires 
no encouragement. I can'soe for myself that his mind 
is made up. "Where is the use of a person like me 
trying to stop him ? Dear madam, if he won’t profit by 
your advice, what hope can I have that he will take 
mine?” 

Mr. MacGlue pointed this artful compliment by a bow 
of the deepest respect, and threw open the door for my 
mother to pasB out. 

"When we were loft together over our wine, I a sk ed 
the doctor how soon I might safely start on my journey 
to Edinburgh. 

“Take throe days to do the journey ; and you may 
start, if you’re bent on it, at the beginning of the week. 

vt 



Bal mind this,” added the $radent doctor, “though I 
\hm Pm anxious to hear what comes of your expedition 
^-understand at the same time, so far as the lady is 
concerned, that X wash my hands of the consequence*.” 


CHAPTER VI. 

SAINT ANTHONY’S WELL. 

I stood on the rocky eminence, in front of the ruins of 
St. Anthony’s Chapel, and looked on the magnificent 
view of Edinburgh and of the old Palace of Holyrood, 
bathed in the light of the full moon. 

The Well, as the doctor’s instructions had informed 
me, was behind the Chapel. I waited for some minutes 
in front of the ruin, partly to recover my breath, after 
ascending the hill ; partly, I own, to master the nervous 
agitation which the sense of my position at that moment 
had aroused in me. The woman, or the apparition of 
the woman — it might be either — was perhaps within 
a few yards of the place that I occupied. Not a living 
creature appeared in front of the Chapel. Not a sound 
caught my ear, from any part of the solitary hill. I 
tried to fix my whole attention on the beauties of the 
moonlit view. It was not to he done. My mind ’was 
far away from the objects on which my eyes rested. My 
tnind was with the woman whom I had seen in the 
sunwner-houBe, writing in my book. 
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- 1 I turned to skirt the aide of the Chapel. . A few step* 

more over the broken ground, brought me wijfchia. vi^w 
■ of the Well, and of the high boulder, or rbek, from the 
' foot of which the waters gushed bright ut the light of 
the moon. „ 

} She was there. 

I recognized her figure as she stood leaning against 
the rock, with her hands crossed in front of bar, lost in 
thought. I recognized her face, as she looked up grackljfy 
startled by the sound of my footsteps in the deep stillness 
of the night. 1 ' 

Was it the woman, or the apparition of the woman f 
t Waited — looking at her in silence. 

She spoke. The sound of her voice was not the 
myste-ious sound that I had hoard in the summer- 
house— it was the sound I had heard on the bridge, 
when we first met in the dim. evening light. 

** Who are you ? What do you want ? ” 

As these words passed her lips, she recognised me, 
“ You here 1 ” she went on, advancing a step in uncon- 
trollable surprise. “ What does this mean ? ’* 

"I am here,” I answered, “to meet you by your 
own appointment."* 

She stepped back again, leaning against tbe rock. 
The moonlight shone full upon her face. There was 
terror as well as astonishment in her eyes, while they 
now looked at me. 

“I don’t understand yon,” she said; ‘"I have not 
seen you since you spoke to me on the bridge.” 

“ Pardon me,” I replied. ** I have seen you — or the 



100 tws two $mmm& 

appearance of you-*-Bmee that time.- I heard you speak. 
I saw you write.” 

She looked at me with the strangest expression of 
mingled resentment and curiosity. “ What did I say?” 
she asked. “ What did I write ? ” 

“You said, ‘Eemember me. Come to me.’ Ym 
Wrote, ’When the full moon shines on St. Anthony’s 
Well.’ ” 

“ Where ? ” she cried. “ Where did I do that ? ” 

“In a summer-house which stands by a waterfall,” 1 
answered, “ Bo you know the place ? ” 

Her head sank hack against the rock. A low cry of 
terror burst from her. Her arm, resting on the rods, 
dropped at her side. I hurriedly approached her, in the 
fear that she might fall on the stony ground. 

She rallied her failing strength. “ Don’t touch me ! ” 
she exclaimed. “ Stand back, sir ? You frighten, me.” 

I tried to Boothe her. “Why do *1 frighten you? 
You know who I am. Can you doubt my interest in you, 
after I have been the means of saving your life ? ” 

Her reserve vanished in an instant. She advanced 
without hesitation, and took me by the hand. 

“I ought to thank you,” she said; “and I do. I 
am not so ungrateful as I seem. 1 am not a wicked 
woman, sir— I was mad with misery when I tried to 
drown myself. Don’t distrust mo ! Don’t despise me ! ” 
She stopped— I saw the tears on her cheeks. With a 
sudden contempt for herself, she dashed them away. 
Her whole tone and manner altered once more. Her 
reserve returned j she looked at m,e with a strange flash 
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el suspicion and defiance in her eyes. thlst” 

a he said loudly and abruptly, “ you were dreaming when 
you thought you saw me writing! Ton didn’t see me; 
you never heard me speak. Hoa could I say those 
familiar words to a stranger like you ? It*B all your 
-fancy — and you try to frighten me by talking of it as if 
It was a real thing ! ” She changed again ; her eyef 
softened to the sad and tender look which made theme® 
irresistibly beautiful. She drew her cloak round best 
frith a shudder, as if she felt the chill of the night *$>,' 
“ What is the matter with me ? " I beard best say la 
' herself. " Why do I trust this man in my dreams ? And 
why am I ashamed of it when I wake ? ” 

That strange outburst encouraged me, I risked 
letting her know that I had overheard her last words. 

“ If you trust me in your dreams, you only do me 
justice,” I said. “ Do me justice now ; give me yoUr 
confidence. You are aldne — you are in trouble — you 
want a friend’s help. I am waiting to help you,” 

She hesitated. I tried to take her hand. The strange 
creature drew it away with a cry of alarm : her one 
great fear seemed to be the fear of letting me touch 
her. 


w Give me time to think of it,” she said. “ You don’t 
know what I have got to think of. Give me till to- 
morrow ; and lot mo write. Are you staying in Edin- 
burgh?” 

1 thought it wise to be satisfied — in appearance at 
least — with this concession. Taking out my card, I 
wrote cm it in penoil the address of the hotel at which 



I was staying. She read the hard by the moonlight, 
when I put it into her hand. 

"‘George!’” she repeated to herself, stealing 
another look at me as the name passed her lips, 
“ * George Germaine.’ I never heard of * Germaine, 
But ‘George’ reminds me of old times.” She smiled 
sadly at some passing fancy or remembrance in which I 
was not permitted to share. “There is nothing very 
wonderful in your being called ‘ George/ ” she went Oh, 
after a while. “ The name is common enough — one meets 

with it everywhere as a man’s name. And yet *” 

Her eyes finished the sentence ; her eyes said to me, “ I 
am not so much afraid of you, now I know that you are 
called ‘ George.’ " # 

So she unconsciously led me to the brink of discovery ! 

If I had only asked her what associations she con- 
nected with my Christian name— if I had only persuaded 
her to speak in the briefest and most guarded terms of 
her past life — the barrier between us, which the change 
in our names and the lapse of ten years had raised, must 
have been broken down; the recognition must have 
followed. But I never even thought of it; and for this 
simple reason — I was in love with her. The purely 
selfish idea of winning my way to her favourable regard, 
by taking instant advantage of the new interest that I 
had awakened in her, was the one idea which occurred 
to my mind. 

“ Don’t wait to write to me,” I said. “ Don’t put it 
off till to-morrow. Who knows what may happen before 
to-morrow ? Surely I deserve some little return for the 
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sympathy that I feel with you? J, don’t ask for mndh. 
Make me happy, by making me of some service to you, 
before we part to-night,” * * 

I took her hand, this time, before she was awfipe of 
me. The whole woman seemed to yield at my touch. 

hand lay unresistingly in mine ; her charming figure 
©ame by soft gradations nearer and nearer to me ; her 
head almost touched my shoulder. She murmured in 
faint ascents, broken by sighs, “ Don’t take advantage 
of me. I am so friendless : I am so completely in your 
power.” Before I could answer, before I could move, 
her hand closed on mine ; her head sank on my shoulder: 
she burst into tears. 

Any man, not an inbred and inborn villain, would 
have respected her at that moment. I put her hand on 
my arm, and led her away gently past* the ruined chapel, 
and down the slope of the hill. 

“ This lonely place is frightening you/’ I said. “ Let 
us walk a little, and you will soon be yourself again.” 
She smiled through her tears like a child. 

“ Yes,” she said eagerly. “ But not that way.” I 
had accidentally taken the direction which led away from 
the city: she hogged me to turn towards the houses 
and stroets. We walked back towards Edinburgh. She 
eyed me, as we went on in the moonlight, with innocent, 
wondering looks. “What an unaccountable influence 
' you have over me ! ” she exclaimed. “ Did yon ever see 
me— did you ever hear my name— before we met that 
evening at the river ? ” 

“Never!” 



“And I never heard pent name, and never flair pew 
before. Strange ! very strange ! Ah, I remember some* 
body— -only an old woman, sir— who might once have 
explained it ! Where shall X find the like of her now 9*' 

She sighed bitterly. The lost friend or relative had 
evidently been dear to her. “A relation of yours?” X 
inquired— more to keep her talking than because I felt 
any interest in any member of her family but herself. 

We were again on the brink of discovery. And again 
it was decreed that we were to advance no further t 

“ Don’t ask me about my relations ! ” she broke out. 
“I daren't think of the dead and gone, in the trouble 
that is trying me now. If I speak of the old times at 
'home, I shall only burst out crying again, and distress 
you. Talk of somethltg else, sir, talk of something 
else.” 

The mystery of the apparition in the summer-house 
was not cleared up yet. I took my opportunity of 
approaching the subject. 

“ You spoke a little while since of dreaming of me,” I 
began. " Tell me your dream.” 

“ I hardly know whether it was a dream or whether 
it was something else,” she answered. “ I call it a 
dream for want of a better word.” 

“ Did it happen at night ? ” 

“ No. In the daytime— in the afternoon.” 

" Late in the afternoon ? ” 

’ “ Yes— close on the evening.” 

My memory reverted 'to the doctor’s story of the 
shipwrecked passenger, whose ghostly “ double ” had 
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peered in the vessel that was to rescue h^a* tttti u/ho 


had himself seen that vessel in a dream. < ► 

“Do you remember the day of the month mad the 
hour ?”I asked. 


’ She mentioned the day, and she mentioned the hoar. 
* It was the day when my mother and X had visited the 
waterfall ! It was the hour when I had seen the appari- 
tion in tiie summer-house, writing in my book 1 

I stopped in irrepressible astonishment. We had 
walked, by this time, nearly as far on the way back to 
, the city as the old Palace of Holyrood. My companion, 
after a glance at me, turned and looked at the rugged old 
building, mellowed into quiet beauty by the lovely moon* 
light. 

“ This is my favourito walk,” she said, simply, “since 
I have been in Edinburgh. I don’t mmd the loneliness 
—I like the perfect tranquillity here at night.” She 
glanced at me again. “What is the matter?” she 
asked. “ You say nothing. You only look at me.” 

“ I want to hear more of your dream,” I said. “ How 
did you come to bo sleeping in the daytime ? ” 

“ It is' not easy to say what I was doing,” she replied, 
as we walked on again. “ I was miserably anxious and 
ill — I felt my helpless condition keenly on that day. It 
was dinner-time, I remember ; and I had no appetite. I 
went upstairs (at the inn where I was staying), and lay 
down, quite worn out, on my bed. I don’t know whether 
I fainted or whether I slept. X lost all consciousness of 
what was going on about me ; and I got some other con- 
sciousness in its place. If this was dreaming, X can 




only say H was the most vivid dream 1 ever had in my, 
; life.*' 

“ Did it begin by your seeing me ? ” I inquired. 

“It began by my seeing your drawing-book — lyiqg) 
0 |>en on a table in a summer-house.” > 

“Gan yon describe the summer-house, as yon 
saw it?” 

She described not only the summer-house, but the 
view of the waterfall from the door. She knew the size, 
she knew the binding of my skotch-book— locked up in 
my desk, at that moment, at homo in Perthshire, 

“ And you wrote in the book,” I went on. “ Do yon 
remember what you wrote ? ” 

She looked away from me confusedly, as if she was 
ashamed to recall this part of her dream- 

“ You hare mentioned it already,” she Baid. “ There 
is no need for me to go over the words again. Tell me 
ono thing — when you were at the summer-house, did you 
wait a little on the path to the door, before you went in?” 

I had waited — surprised by my first riow of the 
woman writing in my book ! Haring answered her to 
this effect, I asked what she had done or dreamed of 
doing, at the later moment when I entered the summer- 
house. 

“X did the strangest things,” she said, in low, won- 
dering tones. “ If you had been my brother, I could 
hardly hare treated you more familiarly ! I beckoned to 
you to come to me — I even laid my hand on your bosom, 
I spoke to you-— as 1 might hare spoken to my oldest and 
dearest friend. I said, 1 Remember me. Come to met* 
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X was so ashamed of myself whan X came to my 
senses again, and recollected it ! Was there ever such 
fapailiarity— even in a dream — between a woman and a 
man whom she had only once seen, and then as a perfect 
stranger 1 ” 

f ' “Did yon notice how long it was," X asked, “from 
the time when you lay down on the bed, to the time whan 
y®0 found yourself awake again ? ” 

“I think I can tell yon," she replied. “It was the 
dinner-time of the house (as I said just now), when I 
' went upstairs. Not long after I had come to mySelf, X 
heard a church clock strike the hour. Reckoning from 
one time to the other, it must have been quite three 
hours from the time when I first lay down to the time 
when I got up again.” 

Was the clue to the mysterious disappearance ‘of the 
writing to be found here ? 

Looking back by the light of later discoveries, I am 
inclined to think that it was. In three hours, the lines 
traced by the apparition of her had vanished. In three 
hours she had come to herself, and had felt ashamed of 
the familiar manner in which she had communicated 
with me in her sleeping state. While she had trusted 
me in the tranee — trusted me, because her spirit wae 
then free to recognize my spirit — the writing had re- 
mained on the page. When her waking will counter- 
acted the influence of her sleeping will, the writing 
disappeared. Is this the explanation? If it is not, 
where is the explanation to be found ? 

We walked on until we reached that part Of the 



108 Tjraer tm msmm. 

. Canoagate Street in which she lodged. We stopped at’ 
the door* 


CHAPTER YU 

4 TtE LETTER OF INTRODUCTION. 

X looked at the houeo. It was an inn — of no great size, 
but of respectable appearance. If I was to be of any 
use to her, that night, the time had come to speak of 
other subjects than the subject of dreams. 

“ After all that you have told me," I said, “ I will 
not ask you to admit me any further into your confi- 
dence, until we meet again. Only let me hear how 
I can relieve your most pressing anxieties. What are 
your plans ? Can I do anything to help them, before 
you go to rest to-night ? ” 

She thanked me warmly, and hesitated, looking up 
the street and down the street, in evident embarrassment 
what to say noxt. 

“ Do you propose Btaying in Edinburgh ?” I asked. 

"Oh, no; I don’t wish to remain in Scotland. I 
want to go much further away — I think I should do 
bettor in London; at some respectable milliner’s, if I 
could be properly recommended. I am quick at my 
needle, and I understand cutting out. Or I could keep 
accounts, if— -if anybody would trust me.” 

She stopped, and looked at me doubtingly — as if she 
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felt % from sore, poor soul, of winning my cnh&detito 
to begin with ! I acted cm that bint, with too headlong 
> impetuosity of a man who was in love. 

can give you exactly the recommendation you 
want,” I said. “ Whenever you like. Now, if you 
would prefer it.” 

JEler charming features brightened with pleasure. 
“ Oh, you are indeed a Mend to mel”^ghe said im- 
pulsively. Her face clouded again — she saw my pro- 
posal in a new light. “Hate I any right," she said 
sadly, “ to accept what you offer me ? ” 

“Let me give you tho letter,” I answered s “and 
you can decido for yourself whether you will use it 
or not.” 

I put her arm again in mine, and entered the ion. 

She shrank back in alarm. What' would the land- 
lady think, if she saw her lodger enter the house at 
night in company with a stranger, and that stranger 
a gentleman ? The landlady appeared, as she mode the 
objection. Reckless what I said or what I did, I intro- 
duced myself as her relative, and asked to be shown into 
a quiet room in which I could write a letter. After one 
sharp glanoe at me, the landlady appeared to bo satisfied 
that she was dealing with a gentleman. She led the 
way into a sort of parlour behind the “bar,” placed 
writing materials on the table, looked at my companion 
as only one woman can look at another under certain 
circumstances j and left us by ourselves. 

It waB the first time I had ever been in a room with 
her alone. The embarrassing sense of her position had 
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he%htened her oolour, and brightened her eyes. She 
stood, leaning mo hand on the table, confused and 
irresolute ; her firm and supple figure falling into an 
attitude pf unsought grace which it was literally a 
luxury to look at. I said nothing; my eyes confessed 
any admiration ; the writing materials lay untouched 
before me on the table. How long the silence might 
have lasted Jgcannot say. She abruptly broke it. Her 
instinct warned her that silence might have its dangers, 
in our position. She turned to me with an effort ; she 
said uneasily, “I don’t think you ought to write your 
letter to-night, sir.” 

“■Why not?” 

"Ton know nothing of me. Surely you ought not 
to recommend a porson who is a stranger to you ? And 
I am worse than a stranger. I am a miserable wretch 
who has tried to commit a great sin — I have tried to 
destroy myself. Perhaps the misery I was in might 
be some excuse for me, if you knew it. You ought 
to know it. But it’s so late to-night ; and I am so sadly 
tired— and there are some things, sir, which it is not 
easy for a woman to speak of in the presence of a man.” 

Her head sank on her bosom; her delicate lips 
trembled a little ; she said no more. The way to re- 
assure and console her lay plainly enough before me, if 
I chose to take it. Without stopping to think, I took it. 

Beminding her that she had herself proposed 
writing to me when we met that evening, 1 suggested 
that Bhe should wait to tell the sad story of her troubles 
until it was convenient to her to send me the narrative 
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la, the form o! a letter. “In the mean time*”iT sided; 
( “I have the most perfect confidence in you; aasi-I bsf 
«s a favour that you will let me put it to the^roef, 
I can introduce you to a dressmaker in London, who 
is at the head of a large establishment — and I will do 
it before I leave you to-night.” 

I dipped my pen in the ink as I said the woods* 
Let me confess frankly the lengths to which my infatua- 
tion led me. The dressmaker to whom I had alluded 
had been my mother’s maid in former years, and had 
been established in business with money lent by my 
late stepfather, Mr. Germaine. I used both their names* 
without scruple; and I wrote my recommendation i& 
terms which the best of living women and the ablest 
of existing dressmakers could never have Loped to merit. 
Will anybody find excuses for me ? Those rare persons 
who have been in love, and who have not completely 
forgotten it yet, may perhaps find excuses for me. It 
matters little ; I don’t deserve them. 

I handed her the open letter to read. 

She blushed delightfully — she cast one tenderly 
grateful look at me, which I remembered but too well 
for many and many an after day. The next moment, 
to my astonishment, this changeable creature changed 
again. Some forgotten consideration seemed to have 
occurred to her. She turned pale; the soft lines of 
pleasure in her face hardened little by Ettle; she re- 
garded me with the saddest look of confusion and 
distress. Putting the letter down before me on Che 
table, she said* timidly — 



“ Would you mind adding a postscript, sir?” r 

I suppressed all appearance ol surprise as well as 1 
eould, and took up the pen again. 

*' Would you please Bay,” she went on, “ that I an 
osuly to be taken on trial, at first. I am not to be en- 
gaged for more ” Her voice sank lower and lower, 

so that I could barely hear the next words — “ for more 
than three months, certain.” 

It was not in human nature — perhaps I ought to say, 
it was not in the nature of a man who was in my situa- 
tion — to refrain from showing some curiosity, on being 
asked to supplement a letter of recommendation by such 
a postscript as this ! 

“ Have you some other employment in prospect ? ” I 
asked. 

“ None,” she answered, with her head down, and her 
eyes avoiding mine. 

An unworthy doubt of her — the moan offspring o t 
jealousy — found its way into my mind. 

“ Have you some absent friend,” I went on, “ who is 
likely to prove a better friend than I am, if you only give 
him time ? ” 

She lifted her noble head. Her grand guileless grey 
eyes rested on me with a look of patient reproach. 

“I have not got a friend in the world,” she said. 
“ For God’s sake, ask me no more questions to-night.” 

I rose, and gave her the letter once more — with the 
postscript added, in her own words. 

We stood together by the table ; we looked at each 
other, in a momentary silence. 
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“Hew can I thank yon?” she murmured softly.' 

“ Oh, sir, I -will indeed be worthy of the conf^taw that 
yon have shown in me ! ’’ Her eyes moistened j he* 
variable colour came and went ; her dress heaved softly 
over the lovely outline of her bosom. I don’t believe the \ 
man lives who could have resisted her at that moment. 
Host all power of restraint ; I caught her in my arms; I 
whisperod, “ I love you ! ” I kissed her passionately, 
For a moment she lay helpless and trembling on my : 
breast ; for a moment, her fragrant lips softly returned 1 
f be loss. In an instant more It was over. She tore her- 
self away, with a Bhudder that shook hor from head 
1 1 foot — and threw the letter that I had given her indig- 
nantly at my feet. 

•• How dare you take advantage of me! How dare 
jou touch mo ! ” • he said. “ Tako your letter back, sir 
—I refuse t » root ive it ; I will never speak to you again. 
You don’t know what you have done. You don’t know 
how deeply jou have wounded mo. Oh!” she cried, 
throwing herself iu despair on a sofa that stood near 
her — “ shall I ever recover my self-respect? shall 1 ever 
forgive myself for wliat I have done to-night ? ” 

I implored her pardon ; I assured her of my repent- 
ance and regret in words which did really come from my 
heart. The violence of her agitation more than dis- 
tressed mo — I was really alarmed by it. 

Sho composed herself after a while. She rose to her 
feet with modest dignity, and silently held cut her hand 
in token that my repentance was accepted. 

“ You will give mo time for atonement ? ” I pleaded. 
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“ You mil not lose an confidence in me ? Let me Ml' 
yon again, if it is only to show that I am not quite 
unworthy of your pardon— at your own time; in the 
presence of another person, if you like.’* 

** I will write to you,” she said. 

“ To-morrow ? ” 

“To-morrow.” 

1 took up the letter of recommendation from the floor. 
“Make your goodness to me complete,” I said. 
“ Don’t mortify me by refusing to take my letter.” 

“I will take your letter,” she answered quietly. 
“Thank you for writing it. Leave me now, please. 
Good night.” 

I left her, pale and sad, with my loiter in her hand, 
I left her, with my mind in a tumult of contending 
emotions, which gradually resolved themselves into two 
master feelings as I walked on : Love that adored her 
more fervently than ever ; and Hope that set the pros- 
pect before me of seeing her again on tho next day. 


CHAPTER YHI. * 

THE DISASTERS OF MRS. VAN BRANDT. 

A man who passes his evening as I had passed mine, 
may go to bed afterwards if he has nothing better to do. 
But he must not rank among the number of his reason- 
able anticipations the expectation of getting a night’s rest. 
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'%ie morning was well advanced, and the hotel was astir, 
before I at last closed my eyes in slumber. When I 
awoke, my watch informed me that it was dose on noon. 

I rang the bell. My servant appeared with a letter 
t in his hand. It had been left for me three hoars since, 
by a lady who had driven to the hotel door in a carriage, 
and had then driven away again. The man had found 
me sleeping when he entered my bed-chamber, and# 
having received no orders to wake mo over-night, had 
left the letter on the sitting-room table, until he heard- 4 ' 
my bell. 

Easily guessing who my correspondent was, l Opened 
the letter. An inclosure fell out of it — to which, for the 
moment, I paid no attention. The letter was the one 
object of interest to me. I turned .eagerly to the first 
lines. They announced that the writer had escaped me 
for the second time: early that morning she had left 
Edinburgh ! The paper enclosed proved to be my letter 
of introduction to the dressmaker, returned to me. 

I was more than angry with her— I felt her second 
flight from me as a downright outrage. In five minutes 
] had hurried on my clothes, and was on my way to the 
» inn in tho Canongate as fast as a horse could draw me. 

The servants could give me no information. Her 
escape had been effected without their knowledge. 

The landlady, to whom I next addressed myself, 
deliberately declined to assist me in any way whatever. 

“ I have given the lady my promise,” said this obstinate 
person, “to answer not one word to any question that 
you may ask me about her. In my belief, she is acting 
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m becomes an honest woman in removing herself from 
any tether communication with you. I saw you through 
'the key-hole last night, sir. I wish you good morning.” 

Betuming to my hotel, I left no attempt to discover 
her untried. 1 traced the coachman who had driven her. 
He had set her down at a shop, and had then been dis- 
missed. I questioned the shopkeeper. He remembered 
that he had Bold some articles of linen to a lady with her 
veil down and a travelling bag in her hand, and ht 
remembered no more. I circulated a description of her 
in the different coach-offices. Three “elegant young 
ladies, with their veils down, and with travelling bags in 
their hands,” answered to the description ; and which of 
the three was the fugitive of whom I was in search, it 
was impossible to discover. In the days of railways and 
electric telegraphs I might havo succeeded in tracing 
her. In the days of which I am now writing she sot 
investigation at defiance. 

I read and re-read her letter; on the chance that 
Some slip of the pen might furnish the clue which 1 had 
failed to find in any other way. Here is the narrative 
that she addressed to me ; copied from the original, word 
for word ; — 

* “Dear Sib,— F orgive me for leaving you again, as I 
’ left yon in Perthshire. After what took place last night, 
I have no other choice (knowing my own weakness, and 
the influence that you seem to havo over me) than to* 
thank you gratefully for your kindness, and to bid you 
farewell. My sad position must be my excuse for 
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separating myself from you in this rude manner, and’ 

for venturing to send you back your letter of inirodtes- 
Mon. If I use the letter, I only offer you a Cleans of 
> communicating with me. For your sake, as wall as for 
'Vanine, this must not be. I must never give you a second 
Opportunity of saying that you love me ; I must go aflf&g, 
leaving no traoe behind by which you can ptMbly 
discover me. 

“ But I cannot forget chat I owe my poor life to you* 
compassion and your courage. You, who saved m &, 
have a right to know wliat the provocation was that 
drove me to drowning myself, and what my situation is, ’ 
now that I am (thanks to you) still a living woman. You 
Bhall hear my sad story, sir ; and I will try to tell it as 
briefly as possible. 

“I was married, not very long since, to a Dutch 
gentleman whose name is Yan Brandt. Please excuse 
my entering into family particulars. I have endeavoured 
to write and tell you about my dear lost father and my 
old home. But the tears come into my eyes When I 
think of my happy past life ; I really cannot see the 
lines as I try to write them. 

* “ Let me then only say that Mr. Van Brandt was well 

recommended to my good father, before I married. I 
have only now discovered that he obtained these recoin* 
mendations from his friends, under a false pretence 
which it is noedless to trouble you by mentioning in 
•detail. Ignorant of what he had done, I lived with him 
happily. I cannot truly deelare that he was the object 
of my first love ; but ho was the one person in the world 
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whom 1 had to look up to after my father’s death. 1 
esteemed him and admired him — and, if I may say so 
Without vanity, 1 did indeed make him a good wife. 

“So the time went on, sir, prosperously enongh, 
until the evening came when you and I met on the 
bridge. 

“I was out alone in our garden, trimming the 
Shrubs, when the maid-servant came and told mo there 
was a foreign lady, in a carriage at the door, who desired 
to Bay a word to Mrs. Van . Brandt. I sent the maid on 
before, to show her into the sitting-room ; and I followed 
to receive my visitor as soon as I had made myself tidy. 
She was a dreadful woman, with a flushed fiery faco and 
impudent bright eyes. * Are you MrB. Van Brandt ? ’ 
she Baid. I answered, 4 Yes.’ 4 Axe you really married 
to him?' she asked me. That question (naturally 
enough, I think) upset my temper. I said, 4 How dare 
you doubt it ? ’ She laughed in my face. 4 Send for 
Van Brandt,’ she said. I went out into the passage, 
and called him down from the room upstairs in which he 
was writing. ‘ Ernest ! ’ I said, ‘ here is a person who 
has insulted me ; come down directly ! ’ He left his 
room the moment he heard me. The woman followed 
me out into the passage to meet him. She made him a 
low curtsey. Ho turned deadly pale, the moment he set 
eyes on her. That frightened me. I said to him, 4 For 
God’s sake, what does this mean ? ’ He took me by the 
arm, and he answered, 4 You shall know soon. Go back 
to your gardening, and don’t return to the house till I 
send for you.’ His looks were so shocking, he was so 
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unlike himself, that 1 declare he daunted me. 1 let him 
take me as for as the garden door. He squeezed my 
hand. * For my sake, darling,’ he -whispered, ‘-dp what 
„I ask of you.’ I went into the garden and sat me down 
ftan the nearest bench, and waited miserably fon what was 
to come. 

“ How long a time passed, I don’t know. My anxiety 
got to such a pitch at last that I could bear it no longer. 
I ventured back to the house. 

“I listened in the passage, and heard nothing, 1 
went close to the parlour door, and still there was silence. 
I took courage, and opened the door. 

“ The room was empty. There was a letter on the 
table. It was in my husband’s handwriting ; and it was 
addressed to me. I opened it and read it. The letter 
told me that I was deserted, disgraced, ruined. The 
woman with the fiery face and the impudent eyes was 
Van Brandt’s lawful wife. She bad given him his choioe 
of going away with her at once, or of being prosecuted 
for bigamy. He had gone away -with her — gone, and 
left me. 

“Remember, sir, that I had lost both father and 
mother. I had no friends. I was alone in the world 
without a creature near to comfort or advise me. And 
please to bear in mind that I have a temper which feels 
even the smallest slights and injuries very keenly. Do 
you wonder at what I had it in my thoughts to do, that 
evening, on the bridge ? 

“ Mind this ! I believe I should never have attempted 
to destroy myself, if I could only have burst out crying. 
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No tears earns to me. A doll strained feeling took a 
hold, like a vice, on my head and on my heart. I walked 
straight to the river. I said to mysolf quite calmly, as I 
went along : ‘ There is the end of it, and the sooner the 
better.* 

‘ What happened after that, yon know as well as I do. 
I may set on to the next morning — the morning when I 
so ungratefully left you at the inn by the river-side. 

“I had but one reason, sir, for going away by the 
first conveyance that I could find to take me— and this 
was the fear that Van Brandt might discover me if I 
remained in Perthshire. The letter that he had left on 
the table was full of expressions of love and remorse — to 
say nothing of excuses for his infamous behaviour to me. 
He declared that he had been entrapped into a private 
marriage with a profligate woman, when he was little 
more than a lad. They had long since separated by 
common consent. When he first courted me, he had 
every reason to believe that she was dead. How he had 
been deceived in this particular, and how she had dis- 
covered that he had married me, he had yet to find out. 
Knowing her furious temper, he had gone away with her, 
as the one ipeans of preventing an application to the 
justices and a scandal in the neighbourhood. In a day 
or two, he would purchase his release from her by an 
addition to the allowance which she had already received 
from him ; he would return to me, and take me abroad, 
out of the way of further annoyance. I was his wife in 
the sight of Heaven ; I was the only woman he had ever 
loved ; and so on, and so on. 
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“Bo you now boo, but, the risk that I ran of his 
discovering me if I Remained in your neighbourhood? 
The bare thought of it made my flesh creep. 1 I was 
/determined never again to see the man who had so 
^ cruelly deoeived me. I am in the same mind still— 
.with this difference, that I might consent to see him, 
if I could be positively assured first of the death of 
to wife. This is not likely to happen. Let me go on 
Wth my letter, and tell you what 1 did on my arrival 
in Edinburgh. 

“ The coachman recommended me to the house in 
the Canongate where you found me lodging. I wrote the 
same day to relatives of my father living in Glasgow, 
to tell them where I was, and in what a forlorn position 
I found myself. 

“I was answered by return of post. The head of 
the family and his wife requested me to refrain from 
visiting them in Glasgow. They had business then 
in hand which would take them to Edinburgh; and I 
might expect to see them both with the least possible 
delay. • , 

“ They arrived as they promised ; and they expressed 
, themselves civilly enough. Moreover, they |lid certainly 
lend me a small sum of money, when they found how 
poorly my purse was furnished. But ' I don’t think 
either husband or wife felt much for me. They recom- 
mended me, at parting, to apply to my father’s other 
relatives living in England, T may be doing them on 
injustice, but 1 fancy they were eager to get me (as the 
common phrase is) off their hands. * 
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“The day when the departure of my relatives left 
me friendless, was also the day, fur, when X had that 
dream or vision of you which X had already related. 
X lingered on at the house in the Ganongate, partly 
because the landlady was hind to me, partly because 
I was so depressed ’by my position that I really did not 
know what to do next. 

“In this wretched condition you discovered me on 
that layourite walk of mine from Holyrood to St, 
Anthony’s Well. Believe me, your kind interest in my 
fortunes has not been thrown away on an ungrateful 
woman. I could ask Providence for no greater blessing 
than to find a brother and a friend in you. You have 
yourself destroyed that hope by what you said and did 
when we were together in tbo parlour. I don’t blame 
you ; I am afraid my maimer (without my knowing it) 
might have seemed to give you some encouragement. 
I am only sorry — very, very sorry, to have no honourable 
choice left but never to see you again. 

“After much thinking, I have made, up my mind 
to speak to those other relatives of my father to whom 
I have not yet applied. The chance that thoy may 
help me to^eam an honest living is the one chance 
that I have left. God bless you, Mr. Germaine; I 
wish you prosperity and happiness from the bottom 
of my heart j and remain, your grateful servant, 

“ M. Van Beandt. 

“P.S.— I sign my dwn name (or the name which 
I once thought was mine) as a proof that I have honestly 
written the truth about myself from first to last. For 
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the future I most, tot safety’s sake, live under some 
ether name. I shcrtld like to go hack to mf name 
when I was a happy girl at home. But Van Brandt 
knows it; and besides, I have (no matter how iano* 

' eently) disgraced it. Good-bye again, sir; and thank 
yon again.” ; 

♦ t 

So the letter concluded. 

I read it in the temper of a thoroughly disappointed 
and thoroughly unreasonable man. Whatever poor 
Mrs. Van Brandt had done, sho had done wrong. It was 
wrong of her, in the first place, to have married at all. 
It was wrong of her to contemplate receiving Mr. Van 
Brandt again, even if his lawful wife had died in the 
interval. It was wrong of her to return my letter of 
introduction, after I had given myself the trouble of 
altering it to suit her capricious fancy. It was wrong 
of her to take an absurdly prudish view of a stolen kiss 
and a tender declaration, and to fly from me as if I was 
as great a scoundrel as Mr. Van Brandt himself. And 
last, and more than all, it was wrong of her to sign her 
Christian name in initial only. Here I was, passionately 
.in love with a woman, and not knowing by what fond 
name to identify her in my thoughts. “M. Van 
Brandt ! ” I might call her Maria, Mafgaret, Martha, 

Mabel, Magdalen, Mary no ! not Mary. The old 

boyish love was doad and gone ; but I owed some respect 
to tho memory of it. If the “ Mary ” of my early days 
was still living, and if I had met her, would she have 
treated me as this woman had treated me? Never l' 
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It was an injury to “ Mary," to think even of that 
heartless creature by her name# Why think of her 
'cut all? Why degrade myself by trying to puzzle out 
a means of tracing her in her letter ? It was sheer folly 
to attempt to trace a woman who had gone I knew not 
whither, and who herself informed me that she meant 
to pass under an assumed name. Had I lost all pride,, 
all self-respect ? In the flower of my age ; with a hand- 
setae fortune; with the world before me, full of inte- 
resting female faces, and charming female figures — what 
course did it become me to take? To go back to my 
country house, and mope over tho loss of a woman who 
had deliberately deserted me ? or to send for a courier 
and a travelling-carriage, and forget her gady, among 
foreign people and foreign scenes ? In the state of my 
temper at that moment, the idea of a pleasure-tour in 
Europe fired my imagination. I first astonishod the 
people at the hotel by ordering all further inquiries 
after the missing Mrs. Yan Brandt to be stopped — and 
then I opened my writing-desk and wrote to tell my 
mother frankly and fully of my new plans. 

The answer arrived by return of post. 

To my surprise and delight, my good mother was 
not satisfied with only formally approving of my new 
resolution. With an energy which 1 had not ventured 
to expect from her, she had made all her arrangements 
for leaving home, and had started for Edinburgh, to join 
me as my travelling companion. “You shall not go 
away alone, George” (phe wrote), “while I have strength 
and spirits to keep yon company." 
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t In three days from the time when I read these Wotds< 
W preparations we r* completed, and we Were # 4M; 
way to the Continent. -‘ s 


CHAPTER IX. 

NOT CURED YET. 

We visited Franco, Germany, and Italy; and we WOWS 
absent from England about two years. 

Had time and ehango justified my confidence f$r 
them ? Was the image of Mrs. Van Brandt an image 
long since dismissed from my mind ? 

No ! Do what I might, I was still (in the prophetic 
language of Dame Dermody) taking the way to reunion 
with my kindred spirit, in the time to come. For the 
firttt two or three months of our travels, I was haunted 
by dreams of the woman who had so resolutely left me. 
Seeing her in my sleep, always graceful, always charm*’ 
ing, always modestly tender towards me, I waited in the 
ardent hope of again beholding the apparition of her in 
*my waking hours — of again being summoned to meet 
her at a given place and time. My anticipation# were 
not fulfilled ; no apparition showed itself. The dream# 
themselves grew less frequent and less vivid, and then 
ceased altogether. Was this a sign that the day# of her 
adversity were at an end ? Having no further need of 
help, had she no further remembrance of the man who 
had tried to help her ? jWere we never to meet again? 
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t »*M 4» myself, **I am unworthy of the nato© of ill 
man, if X don’t forget her now kt* She still kept het-J 
place to my memory, say what I might. * j 

t saw all the wonders of Nature and Art whfeh,f 
foreign countries could show me. I lived to the dazzling 
fight of the best society that Paris, Borne, Vienna eotdd i 
assemble. I passed hours on hours in the company of 
the most accomplished and most beautiful women whom 
Europe could produce — and still that solitary figure at * 
St. Anthony’s Well, those grand grey eyes whieh had ' 
rested on me so sadly at parting, held their place in my 
memory, stamped their image on my heart. 

"Whether. I resisted my infatuation, or whether I Sttb- >• 
mitted to it, I still longed for her. I did all I could to ' 
conceal the state of my mind from my mother. But her 
loving eyes discovered the secret : she saw that 1 snffered, 
and snffered with me. More than once she said, 
George, the good end is not to be gained by travelling 5 
let ns go home.” More than once I answered with tho 
bitter and obstinate resolution of despair, “ No ! let us 
try more new people, and more new scenes.” It was 
only when 1 found her health and strength beginning to 
fail under the stress of continual travelling, that I con- 
sented to abandon the hopeless search after oblivion, 
and to turn homeward at last. 

I prevailed on my mother to wait and rest at my 
house in London, before she returned to her favourite 
abode at the country seat to Perthshire. It is needless 
to say that I remained to town with her. My mother 
now represented the on© toto#$j$t that held me nobly and 
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jw® customaty pursuits of a man in my potation feftt 
*#ahe of them the slightest attraction for iae.> * < p * 

> We had arrived in London at what is called " Um 
height of the season.” Among the operatic attractions 01 
that year-— I am writing of the days when the ballet wan 
still a popular form of public entertainment — ‘there W&t 
a certain dancer whoso grace and beauty were the object# 
- of universal admiration. I was asked if I had seen he* 
wherever I went, until my sooial position as the onexpan 
who was indifferent to the reigning goddoss of the stage, 
became quite unon durable. On the next occasion wheft 
I was invited to take a seat in a friend’s box, 1 accepted 
the proposal ; and (far from willingly) I went the way a* 
whe world — in other words, I went to the opera. 

The first part of the performance had concluded when 
WC got to the theatre, and the ballet had not yet begun. 
My "Wends amused themselves with looking for familiar 
faces in the boxes and stalls. I took a chair in a comer 
and waited, with my mind far away from the theatre, 
for the dancing that was to come. The lady who sat 
nearest to me (like ladies in general) disliked the neigh* 
, bourhood of a silent man. She determined to make me 
talk to her. 

“Do tell me, Mr. Germaine,” she said, “did you 
ever see a thoatre anywhore so full as this theatre is 
to-night?” 

She handed me her opera-glass as she spoke. I 
moved to the front of the box to look at the audience. 

It was certainly a wonderful sight. 
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: atom of «?ace (as I gradually raised the glass from the 
. uoor to the ceiling of the building) appeared to be occu- 
pied. Looking upward and upward, my range of view 
gradually reached the gaUery. Even at that distance, 
the excellent glaSB which had been put into my hands 
brought the faces of the audience close to me. I looked 
first at the persons who occupied the front row of seats 
in the gallery stalls. 

Moving the opera-glass slowly along the semicircle 
formed by the seats, I suddenly stopped when I reached 
the middle. 

My heart gave a great leap as if it would bound out 
of my body. There was no mistaking that faco among 
the commonplace faces near it. I had discovered Mrs. 
Van Brandt ! 

She sat in front — but not alone. There was a man 
in the stall immediately behind her, who bent m or her 
and spoke to her from time to time. She listened to 
him, so far as I could see, with something of a sad and 
weary look. Who was the man? I might, or might 
not, find that out. Under any circumstances, I deter- 
mined to speak to Mrs. Van Brandt. 

The curtain rose for the ballet. I made the best 

* 

excuse I could to my friends, and instantly left tbe box. 

It was useless to attempt to purchase my admission 
tb the gallery. My money was refused. There was not 
even st anding room left in that part of the theatre. 

But one alternative remained. I returned to the 
street, to wait for Mrs. Van Brandt at the gallery door t 
until the performance was over. 
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Who was the man in attendance on her— the man 
whom I had seen sittingbehind her and ta lking familiarly 
over her shoulder ? While I paced backwards and for- 
wards before the door, that one question held possession 
of my mind, until the oppression of it grew beyond 
endurance. I went back to my friends in the box, 
simply and solely to look at the man again. 

What excuses I made to account for my strange eon* 
duct I cannot now remember. Armed once more with ; 
the lady’s opera-glass (I borrowed it, and kept it, without 
scruple), I alone, of all that vast audience, ttirned my 
back on the stage, and riveted my attention on the gal*' 
Jfjpr stalls. 

^ J There he sat, in his place behind her, to all appear- 
ance spell-bound by tho fascinations of the beautiful 
dancer. Mrs. Van Brandt, on the contrary, seemed to 
find hut little attraction in the spectacle presented by 
the stage. She looked at the dancing (so far as I could, 
see) in an absent, weary manner. When the applause 
broke out in a perfect frenzy of cries and clapping of 
hands, she sat perfectly unmoved by the enthusiasm 
which pervaded the theatre. The man behind her 
(annoyed, as I supposed, by the marked indifference which 
she showed to the performance) tapped her impatiently 
on the shoulder, as if he thought that she was quite 
capable of falling asleep in her stall ! The familiarity 
of the action — confirming the suspicion in my mind 
which had already identified him with Van Brandt— so 
enraged me that I said or did something which obliged 
one of the gentlemen in the box to interfere. “If you . 
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can’t control yourself,” he whispered, “you had better 
leave us.” He spoke with the authority of an old Mend. 
I had sense enough left to take his advice, and return to 
my post at the gallery door. 

A little before midnight the performance ended. The 
audience began to pour out of the theatre. 

I drew back into a corner behind the door, facing the 
gallery stairs, and watched for her. Aftor an interval 
which seemed to be endless, she and her companion 
appeared, slowly descending the stairs. She wore a long 
dark cloak: her head was protected by a quaintly 
shaped hood, which looked (on her) the most becoming 
head-dress that a woman could wear. As the two passed 
me I heard the man speak to her in a tone of sulky 
annoyance. 

“It’s wasting money,” he said, “ to go to the expense 
of taking you to the opera.” 

“I am not well,” she answered, with her head 
down and her eyes on the ground. “ I am out of spirits 
to-night.” 

“ “Will you ride home, or walk ? ” 

“I will walk, if you please.” 

I followed them, unperceived ; waiting to present 
myself to her until the crowd about them had dispersed. 
In a few minutes they turned into a quiet by-street. I 
quickened my pace until I was close at her side — and 
then I took off my hat and spoke to her. 

She recognized me with a cry of astonishment. For 
an instant her face brightened radiantly with the love- 
liest expression of deligLt that I ever Baw in any human 
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countenance. The moment after, all was changed ! 
The charming features saddened and hardened : she 
stood before me like a woman overwhelmed by shame— 

, without uttering a word, without taking my offered hand. 

Her companion broke the silence. 

5 “ Who is this gentleman ? ” he asked, speaking in a 

foreign accent, with an underbred insolenee of tone and 
mannor. 

She controlled herself the moment he addressed her. 
“ This is Mr. Germaine,” she answered ; “ a gentleman 
who was very kind to me in Scotland.” She raised her 
eyes for a moment to mine, and took refuge, poor soul, 
in a conventionally polite inquiry after my health. “ I 
hope you are quite well, Mr. Germaine,” said the soft, 
sweet voice, trembling piteously. 

I made tho customary reply, and explained that I had 
seen her at the opera. “ Are you staying in London ? ” 
I asked. “ May I have tho honour of calling on you ? ” 

Her companion answered for her before she could 
speak. 

“ My wife thanks you, sir, for the compliment you 
pay her. She doesn’t receive visitors. We both wish 
you good night.” 

Saying tlieso words he took off his hat, with a 
sardonic assumption of respect, and, holding her arm in 
his, forced her to walk on abruptly with him. Feeling 
certainly assured, by this time, that the man was no 
other than Yan Brandt, I was on the point of answering 
him sharply, when Mrs. Yan Brandt checked the rash 
words as they rose to my lips. 
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.“For my sake!” she whispered ever her shoulder, 
with an imploring look that instantly silenced me. After 
all, she was free (if she liked) to go back to the man who 
had so vilely deceived and deserted her. I bowed and 
left them, feeling with no common bitterness the humilia- 
tion of entering into rivalry with Mr. Van Brandt. 

I crossed to the other side of the street. Before I 
had taken three steps away from her, the old infatuation 
fastened its hold on me again. I submitted, without a 
struggle against myself, to the degradation of turning 
spy, and followed them home. Keeping well behind, on 
the opposite side of the way, I tracked them to their own 
door, and entered in my pocket-book the name of the 
street and the number of the house. 

The hardest critic who reads these lines cannot feel 
more contemptuously towards me than I felt towards 
myself. Could I still love a woman, after she had 
deliberately preferred to me a scoundrel who had married 
her while he was the husband of another wife ? Yes ! 
knowing what I now knew, I felt that I loved her just 
as dearly as ever. It was incredible ; it was shocking — 
but it was true. For the first time in my life I tried 
to take refuge from my sense of my own degradation in 
drink. I went to my club, and joined a convivial party 
at a supper-table, and poured glass alter glass of cham- 
pagne down my throat — without feeling the slightest 
sense of exhilaration, without losing for an instant the 
consciousness of my own contemptible conduct. I went 
to my bed in despair ; and, through the wakeful night, 
I weakly cursed the fatal evening at the river-side when 
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X had met her for the first time* Bat revile her asl 
might, despise myself as I might, I loved her-~I loved 
her still ! 

. Among the letters laid on my'table the next morning, 
there were two which must find their place in this 
narrative. 

j , The first letter was in a handwriting which I had 
seen once before, at the hotel in Edinburgh. The writer 
was Mrs. Van Brandt. 

"For your own sake” (the letter ran), “make no 
attempt to see me, and take no notice of an invitation 
which 1 fear you will receive with this note. I am living 
a degraded life — 1 have sunk beneath your notice. Yon 
owe it to yourself, sir, to forget the miserablo woman 
who now writes to you for the last time, and bid3 yon 
gratefully a last farewell.” 

Those sad lines were signed in initials only. It is 
needless to say that they merely strengthened my reso- 
lution to see her at all, hazards. I kissed the paper on 
which her hand had rested — and then I turned to the 
second letter. It contained the “ invitation ” to which 
my correspondent had alluded, and it was expressed in 
those terms : — 

“ Mr. Van Brandt presents his compliments to Mr. 
Germaine, and begs to apologize for the somewhat 
abrupt manner in which he received Mr. Germaine’s 
polite advances. Mr. Van Brandt suffers habitually 
from nervous irritability, and he felt particularly ill last 
night. He trusts Mr. Germaine will receive this candid 
explanation in the spirit in which it is offered ; and he 
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begs to add that Mrs. Van Brandt will be delighted to 
receive Mr. Germaine, whenever he may find it con- 
venient to favour her with a visit." 

That Mr. Yan Brandt had some sordid interest of his 
own to serve in writing this grotesquely impudent com- 
petition, and that the unhappy woman who bore his 
name was heartily ashamed of the proceeding on which, 
he had ventured, were conclusions easily drawn after 
reading the two letters. The suspicion of the man and 
of his motives which I naturally felt, produced no hesita- 
tion in my mind as to the course which I had determined 
to pursue. On the contrary, I rejoiced that my way to 
an interview with Mrs. Yan Brandt was smoothed, no 
matter with what motives, by Mr. Yan Brandt himself. 

I waited at home until noon — and then I could wait 
no longer. Leaving a message of excuse for my mother 
(I had just sense of shame enough left to shrink from 
facing her), I hastened away to profit by mv invitation, 
on the very day when I had received it 1 


CHAPTER X. 

MRS. YAN BRANDT AT HOME. 

As I lifted my hand to ring the housebell, the door was 
opened from within — and no less a person than Mr. 
Van Brandt himself stood before me ! He had his 
hat on; we had evidently met just as he was going out. 
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“ My Sear sir, how good this is of you ! You present 
the best of all replies to my letter, in presenting yourself.' 
Mrs. Van Brandt is at home — Mrs. Van Brandt "will be 
delighted. Pray walk in.” 

He threw open the door of a room on the ground floor. 
His politeness was, if possible, even more offensive than 
his insolence. “Be seated, Mr. Germaine, I beg of 
you ! ” He turned to the open door and called up the 
stairs, in a loud and confident voice — 

“ Mary ! Come down directly ! ” 

“ Mary ! ” I knew her Christi an name at last — and 
knew it through Van Brandt. No words can tell how 
the name jarred on me, spoken by his lips! For the 
first time for years past, my mind went back to Mary 
Dennody and Greenwater Broad. The next moment 
I heard the rustling of Mrs. Van Brandt’s dresB on the 
stairs. As tlie sound caught my ear, the old times 
and the old faces vanished again from my thoughts as 
completely as if they had never existed. What had 
she in common with the frail, shy little child, her name- 
sake of other days? What similarity was perceivable 
in the sooty London lodging-house, to remind me of 
the bailiiTs' flower-scented cottage by the shores of the 
lake ? 

Van Brandt took off his hat, and bowed to me with 
sickening servility. 

“ I have a business appointment,” he said, ** which 
it is impossible to put off. Pray excuse me. Mrs. Van 
Brandt will do the honoris. Good morning.” 

The house door opened and closed again. The 
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rustling of the dress came slowly nearer and ne&ron 
She stood before me. 

“ Mr. Germaine 1 ” she exclaimed, starting bach as 
if the bare sight of me repelled her. “ Is this honour*, 
able? Is this worthy of you? You allow me to be 
entrapped into receiving you — and you accept as your 
accomplice Mr. Van Brandt ! Oh, sir, I have accustomed 
myself to look up to you as a high-minded man ! How 
bitterly you have disappointed me ! ” 

Her reproaches, passed by me unheeded. They only 
heightened her colour ; they only added a new rapture 
to the luxury of looking- at her. 

“If you loved me as faithfully as I love you,” I said, 
“you would understand why I am here. No sacrifice 
is too great if it brings me in into your presence again, 
after two years of absence.” 

She suddenly approached me, and fixed her eyes in 
efcgBr scrutiny on my face. 

“Thero must.be some mistake,” she said. “You 
cannot possibly have received my letter ? or yon have 
not read it ? ” 

“ I have received it ; and I have read it.” 

“And Van Brandt’s letter? You have read that, 
too?” 

“Yes.” 

She sat down by the table, and leaning her arms on 
it, covered her face with her hands. My answer seemed 
not only to have distressed her, but to have perplexed 
her. “ Are men all alike ? I heard her say. “ I 
thought I might trust in his sense of what was due 
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to himself, and of what was compassionate towards 
me.” 

I closed the door, and seated myself by her side. 
She removed her hands from her face when she felt 
me near her. She looked at me with a cold and steady 
. surprise. 

- “ What are you going to do ? ” she asked. 

“ I am going to try if I can recover my place in your 
estimation,” I said. “ I am going to ask yonr pity for 
a man whose whole heart is yours, whose whole life 
is bound up in you.” 

She started to her feet, and looked round her in- 
credulously, as if doubting whether she had rightly 
heard and rightly interpreted my last words. Before 
I could speak again, Bhe suddenly faced me, and struck 
her open hand on the table with a passionate resolution 
which I now saw in her for the first time. 

“ Stop ! ” she cried. “ There must be an end to this. 
And an end there shall be. Do you know who that man 
is who has just left the house? Answer me, Mr. 
Germaine ! I am speaking in earnest.” 

There was no choice but to answer her. She was 
indeed in earnest — vehemently in earnest. 

“ His letter tells me,” I said, “ that he is Mr. Yar 
Brandt.” 

She sat down again, and turned her face away from 
me. 

“Do you know how ho came to write to you ? ” Bhe 
asked. “Do you know what made him invite you to 
this house ? ” 
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I thought of the suspicion that had crossed my mind 
when I read Van Brandt’s letter — I made no reply. 

“ You force me to tell you the truth,” she went on. 
“He asked me who you were, last night, on our way 
home. I knew that you were rich, and that he wanted 
money — I told him I knew nothing of your position in 
the w T orld. He was too cunning to believe me ; he went 
out to the public-house, and looked at a Directory. He 
came back, and said, ‘Mr. Germaine has a house in 
Berkeley Square, and a country seat in the Highlands ; 
he is not a man for a poor devil like me to offend: 
I mean to make a friend of him, and I expect you 
to make a friend of him, too.’ He sat down, and 
wrote to you. I am living under that man’s protection, 
Mr. Germaine! His wife is not dead, as you may 
suppose — she is living, and I know her to he living* 
I wrote to you that I was beneath your notice ; and you 
liav^ obliged me to tell you why. Am I sufficiently 
degraded to bring you to your senses ? 39 

I drew closer to her. She tried to get up, and leave 
me. I knew my power over her, and used it (as any 
man in my place would have used it) without scruple. 
I took her hand. 

“ I don’t believe you have voluntarily degraded your- 
self,” I said. “ You have been forced into your present 
position — there are circumstances which excuse you, and 
which you are purposely keeping back from me. Nothing 
will convince me that you are a base woman ! Should 
I love you as I love you, if you were really, unworthy 
of me ? ” 
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She struggled to free her hand — I still held it. She 
tried to change the subject. 

“ There is one thing you haven’t told me yet,” she 
said with a faint, forced smile. “Have you seen the 
apparition of me again since I left you ? ” 

“No. Have you ever seen me again, as you saw me 
in your dream at the inn in Edinburgh ? ” 

“Never! Our visions of each other have left us. 
Can you tell why ? ” 

If we had continued to speak on this subject, wo 
must surely have recognized each other. But the subject 
dropped. Instead of answering her question, I drew her 
nearer to me — I returned to the forbidden subject of 
my love. 

“Look at me,” I pleaded — “and tell me the truth. 
Can you see me, can you hear me ; and do you feel no 
answering sympathy in your own heart ? Do you really 
care nothing for me? Have you never once thought 
of me, in all the time that has passed since we last 
met ? ” 

I spoke as I felt — fervently, passionately. She made 
a last effort to repel me ; and yielded even as she made 
it. Her hand closed on mine ; a low sigh fluttered on 
her bps. She answered with a sudden self-abandon- 
ment; she recklessly cast herself loose from the restraints 
which had held her up to this time. 

“I think of you perpetually,” she said. “I was 
thinking of you at the opera last night. My heart leapt 
in me when I heard your voice in the street.” 

“ You love me ! ” I whispered. 
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" Love you ? ” she repeated. " My whole heart goes 
out to you, in spite of myself ! Degraded as I am, 
unworthy as I am — knowing as I do that nothing can 
ever come of it — I love you ! I love you ! ” 

She threw her arms round my neck, and held me 
to her with all her strength. The moment after she 
dropped on her knees. 

"Oh, don’t tempt me!” she said. "Be merciful, 
and leave me 1 ” 

I was beside myself ; I spoke as recklessly to her as 
she had spoken to me. 

“ Provo that you love me,” I said. " Let me rescue 
you from the degradation of living with that man. 
Leave him at once, and for ever. Leave him, and 
come with me to a future that is worthy of you — your 
future as my wife ! ” 

“ Never ! ” she answered, crouching low at my feet. 

“ Why not ? What obstacle is there ? ” 

" I can’t tell you ! I daren’t tell you.” 

" Will you write it ? ” 

“ No ! I can’t even write it — to you. Go, I implore 
you, before Van Brandt comos back. Go, if you love 
and pity me.” 

She had roused my jealousy; I positively refused 
to leave her. 

" I insist on knowing what binds you to that man,” 
I said. "Let him come back ! If you won’t answer my 
question, I will put it to him." 

She looked at me wildly, with a cry of terror — she 
saw my resolution in my face. 
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“ Don't frighten me,” she said. “ Let me think.” 

She reflected for a moment. Her eyes brightened, 
as if some new way out of the difficulty had occurred 
to her. 

' “ Ha.ve you a mother living ? ” she asked. 

’* “Yes.” 

“ Do you think she would come and see me ? ” 

“lam sure she would, if I asked her.” 

She considered with herself once more. “ I will * 
tell your mother what the obstacle is,” she said, 
thoughtfully. 

“When?” 

“ To-morrow — at this time.” 

She raised herself on her knees ; the tears suddenly 
filled her eyes. She drew mo to her gently. “Kiss 
me,” she whispered. “ You will never come here again. 
Kiss me for the last time.” 

My lips had barely touched hers when she started 
to her feet, and snatched up my hat from the chair on 
which I had placed it. 

“ Take your hat,” Bhe 6aid. “ He has come back.” 

My duller sense of hearing had discovered nothing. 

I roso and took my hat to quiet her. At the same 
moment the door of the room opened suddenly and 
softly. Mr. Van Brandt came in. I saw in his face 
that he had some vile motive of hiB own for trying to 
take us by surprise, and that the result of the experi- 
ment had disappointed him. 

“You are not going yet ?” he said, speaking to me, 
with his eye on Mrs. Van Brandt. “I have hurried 
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over my business, in the hope of prevailing on yon to 
stay and take lunch -with us. Put down your hat, Mr. 
Germaine. No ceremony ! ” 

‘'You are very good,” I answered. “My time is 
limited to-day. I must beg you and Mrs. Van Brandt 
to excuse me.” 

I took leave of her as I spoke. She turned deadly 
pale when she shook hands with me at parting. Had 
she any open brutality to dread from Van Brandt as 
soon as my back was turned? The bare suspicion 
of it made my blood boil. But I thought of her.' In 
her interests, the wise thing and the merciful thing 
to do was to conciliate the fellow before I left the house. 

“I am sorry not to be able to accept your invita- 
tion,” I said, as we walked together to the door. “Per- 
haps you will give me another chance ? ” 

His eyes twinkled cunningly. “What do you say 
to a quiet little dinner here ? ” he asked. “ A slice 
of mutton, you know, and a bottle of good wine. Only 
our throe selves, and one old friend of mine to make 
up four. We will have a rubber of whist in the evening. 
Mary and you partners — eh ? When shall it be ? Shall 
we say the day after to-morrow ? ” 

She had followed us to the door, keeping behind Van 
Brandt while he was speaking to me. When he men- 
tioned the “old friend” and the “rubber of whist,'” her 
face expressed the strongest emotions of shame and 
disgust. The next moment (when she had heard him 
fix the date of the dinner for “ the day after to-morrow ”) 
her features became composed again, as if a sudden 
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sense of relief had come to her. What did the change 
mean? “ To-morrow ” was the day she had anointed 
for seeing my mother. Did she really believe,, when 
I had heard what passed at the interview, that I should 
never enter the house again, and never attempt to see 
her more ? And was this the secret of her composure 
when she heard the date of the dinner appointed for 
“the day after to-morrow ” ? 

Asking myself these questions I accepted my invita- 
tion, and left the house with a heavy heart* Thai 
farewell kiss, that sudden composure when the day of 
the dinner was fixed, weighed on my spirits. I would 
have given twelve years of my life to have annihilated / 
the next twelve hours. 

In this frame of mind I reached home, and pre- 
sented myself in my mother’s sitting-room, 

“You have gone out earlier than usual to-day,” she 
said. “Did the fine weather tempt you, my dear?” 
She paused, and looked at me more closely. “George!” 
she exclaimed, “what has happened to you? Where 
have you been ?'” 

I told her the truth as honestly as I have told it 
here. 

The colour deepened in my mother’s face. She 
looked at me, and spoke to me, with a severity which 
was rare indeed in my experience of her. 

“ Must I remind you, for the first time in your life, 
of what is due to your mother?” she asked. “Is it 
possible that you expect me to visit a woman who, by 
her own confession — 
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“I expect you to visit a woman who has only to say 
the word, and to be your daughter-in-law,” I interposed. 
“ Surely I am not asking what is unworthy of you, if I 
ask that ? ” 

My mother looked at me in blank dismay. 

“Do you mean, George, that you have offered her 
marriage ? ” 

“ Yes." 

“ And she has said, No ? " 

“ She has said, No — because there is some obstacle 
in her way. I have tried vainly to make her explain 
herself. She has promised to confide everything to 
you." 

The serious nature of the emergency had its effect. 
My mother yielded. She handed me the little ivory 
tablets on which she was accustomed to record her 
engagements. “Write down the name and address/* 
she said resignedly. 

“ I will go with you,” I answered, “ and wait in the 
carriage at the door. I want to hear what has passed 
between you and Mrs. Van Brandt the instant you have 
left her.*’ 

“ Is it as serious as that, George ? ” 

“ Yes, mother, it is as serious as that.” 
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' CHAPTEB XL 
THE OBSTACLE BEATS ME. 

Hk»w long was I left alone in the carriage, at the door of 
Mrs, Van Brandt’s lodgings ? Judging by my sensations, 
I waited half a lifetimo. Judging by my watch, I waited 
half an hour. 

Wlion my mother returned to me, the hope which J 
had entertained of a happy result from her interview 
with Mrs. Van Brandt was a hope abandoned before she 
had opened her lips. I saw, in her face, that an obstacle 
which was beyond my power of removal did indeed stand 
between mo and the dearest wish of my life. 

“Tell me tho worst,” I said, as we' drove away from 
the house ; “ aud t( 11 it at once.” 

“I must tell it to you, George,” my mother answered 
sadly, “ as she told it to mo. She made no attempt to 
interest me in her early life as a girl. ‘ I have innocently 
disgraced my fathci’s good name,’ she said; * and 1 
must beg you to excuse my saying nothing about my 
relatives,’ Beginning in those words, she passed at once 
to her meeting with you at Edinburgh, and to the cir- 
cumstances which have led her to live as she is living 
now. This latter part of her narrative she especially 
requested me to repeat to you. Do you feel composed 
enough to hear it now? or would you rather wait ? ” 

“ Let me hear it now, mother — and tell it, as nearly 
as yon can, in her own words.” 
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"I will repeat what she said to me, my door, as 
faithfully as I can. After referring to her fathe^dcath, 
she told me that she had only two relatives living. * I 
have a married aunt in Glasgow, and a married aunt in 
London,’ she said. * When I left- Edinburgh, I went to 
my aunt in London. Bhe and my father had not boon 
on good terms together; she considered that my father 
had neglected her. Eut his death had softened her 
towards him and towards me. Bhe received mo kindly, 
and she got me a situation in a shop. I kept my 
situation for three months ; and then I was obliged to 
.leave it.’ ” 

My mother paused. I thought directly of the strange 
postscript which Mrs. Van Brandt had made me add to 
the letter that I wrote for her at tho Edinburgh inn. In 
that case, also, Bhe had only contemplated remaining in 
her employment for three months’ time. 

"Why was she obliged to leave her situation?” I 
asked. 

"I put that question to her myself,” replied my 
mother. “ She made no direct reply — sho changed 
colour and looked confused. * I will toll you afterwards, 
madam,’ she Baid. ‘ Please let mo go on now. My aunt 
was angry with me for leaving my employment — and she 
was more angry still when 1 told her the reason. She 
said I had failed in my duty towards her in not speaking 
frankly at first. We parted coolly. I had saved a little 
money from my wages j and 1 did well enough while my 
savings lasted. When they came to an end I tried to get 
employment again, and 1 failed. My aunt said, and said 
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traaly^hat her husband’s income was barely enough to 
suppoW his family : she could do nothing for me, and 1 
could do nothing for myself. I wrote to my aunt at 
Glasgow, and received no answer. Starvation stared 
me in the face, when 'I saw in a newspaper an advertise- 
ment addrossed to me by Mr. Yan Brandt. He implored 
me to write to him ; he declared that his life 'without 
me was too desolate to be endured ; he solemnly pro- 
mised that there should be no interruption to my tran- 
quillity if I would return to him. If I had only had 
myself to think of, I would have begged my bread in the 
streets rather than return to him ’ ” 

I interrupted the narrative at that point. 

“What other person could she have had to think 
of ? ” I said. 

% 

“Is it possible, George,” my mother rejoined, “that 
you have no suspicion of what she was alluding to when 
she said those words ? ” • 

The question passed by me unheeded : my thoughts 
were dwelling bitterly on Van Brandt and his advertise- 
ment. “ She answered the advertisement, of oourse ? ” 
I said. 

“ And she saw Mr. Yan Brandt,” my mother went Oft- 
“She gavo mo no Jctailod account of the intHFHew 
between them. * He reminded me,’ she said, ‘ of what I 
knew to be true — that the woman who had entrapped 
him iflto marrying her was an incurablo drunkard, and 
that his ever living with her again was out of the ques- 
tion, Still, Bbe was alive, and she had a right to the 
name at least of his wife. I won’t attempt to excuse 
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my returning to Mm, knowing the circumstances as X 
did. I will only say that I could see no other choice 
before me, in my position at the time. It is needless to 
trouble you with what I have suffered since, or to speak 
of what I may suffer still. I am a lost woman. Be 
under no alarm, madam, about your son. I Bhall re- 
member proudly to the end of my life that he once 
offered me the honour and the happiness of becoming his 
wife — bat I know what is due to him and to you. I have 
seen him for the last time. The one thing that remains 
to be done is to satisfy him that our marriage is im- 
possible. You are a mother ; you will understand why I 
reveal the obstacle which stands between us — not to him 
but to you." She rose saying those words, and opened 
the folding doors which led from the parlour into a back 
room. After an absence of a few minute! she returned.” 

At that crowning poiut in tho narrative my mother 
stopped. Was she afraid to go on ? or did she think it 
needless to say more ? 

“Well?” I said. 

“ Must I really tell it to you in words, George ? 
Can’t you guess how it ended, even yet ? ” 

There were two difficulties in the way of my under- 
standing her. I had a man’s bluntness of perception, 
and I was half maddened by suspense. Incrodiblo as it 
may appear, I was too dull to guess the truth, even now. 

“ When she returned to me,” my mother res ume d, 
“ she was not alone. She had with her a lovely little 
girl, just old enough to walk with the help of heriuother’s 
hand. She tenderly kissed the child ; and then she put 
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it on my lap. 1 There is my only comfort,* she said 
simply ; ‘ and there is the obstacle to my ever becoming 
Mr. Germaine's wife.’ ” 

Van Brandt’s child! Van Brandt's child 1 
The postscript which she had made me add to nyr 
letter, the incomprehensible withdrawal from theempkiy* 
ment in which she was prospering, the disheartening 
difficulties which had brought her Jo the brink of starva- 
tion, the degrading return to the man who had cruelly 
deeeived her — all was explained, all was excused 
With an infant at the breast, how could she obtain 
new employment ? With famine staring her in the 
face, what else could the friendless woman do but return 
to tho father of her child ? What claim had I on he* 
by comparison with him ? What did it matter now that 
the poor creature secretly returned the love that I felt 
for her ? There was the child, an obstacle between us—* 
there was his hold on her, now that he had got her back l 
What was my hold worth ? All social proprieties and all. 
social laws answered the question : Nothing ! 

My head sank on my breast-r-I received the blow in 
silence. 

My good mother took my hand. “ Yon understand 
it now, George ? ” she said, sorrowfully. 

“Yes, mother, 1 understand it.” 

“ Thoro was one thing she wished me to say to yon, 
my dear, which I have not mentioned yet. She entreats 
yon not to suppose that she had tho faintest idea of her 
situatiwi when she attempted to destroy herself. Her 
first suspicion that it was possible she might become a 
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mother was conveyed to her at Edinburgh, In a converse- > 
tion with her aunt. It is impossible, George, not to 
feel compassionately towards this poor woman. Regret- 
table as her position is, I cannot see that she is to blame 
for it. She was the innocent victim of a vile fraud when 
that man married her; she has suffered undeservedly 
since; and she has behaved nobly to you and to me. I ' 
only do her justice in saying that she is a woman in a 
thousand— a woman worthy, under happier circum- 
stances, to be t my daughter and your wife. I feel for 
you, and feel with you, my dear— I do, with all my 
heart.” 

So this scene in my life was, to all appearance, a 
scene closed for ever. As it had been with my love in 
tbo days of my boyhood, so it was again now with the 
love of my riper age ! 

Later in the day, when I had in some degree re- 
covered my self-poBsession, I wrote to Mr. Van Brandt— _ 
as she had foreseen I should write! — to apologise for 
breaking my engagement to dine with him. 

Could I trust to a letter also, to say the farewell 
words for me to the woman whom I had loved and loRt ? 
No ! It was better for her, and better for me, that I 
should not write. And yet. the idea of leaving her in 
silence was more than my fortitude could eudure. Her 
last words at parting (as they were repeated to me by 
my mother) had expressed the hope that I should not 
think hardly of her in the future. How could I assure 
her that I should think of her tenderly to the enll of my 
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life ? My mother's delicate tact and true sympathy 
showed me the way. “ Send a little present, George,” 
she said, “ to the child. You bear no malice to the pofer 
little child ? ” God knows I was not hard on the child J 
I went out myself, and bought her a toy. I brought it 
home, and before I sent it away I pinned a slip of paper 
to it, bearing this inscription : " To your little daughter, 
from George Germaine.” There is nothing very pathetic, 
I suppose, in those words. And yet, I burst out crying 
when I had written them. 

The next morning my mother and I set forth for my 
country house in Perthshire. London was now uuen* 
durable to me. Travelling abroad I had tried already. 
Nothing was left but to go back to the Highlands, and to 
try what I could make of my life, with my mother still 
left to live for. 


CHAPTER Xn. 

MY MOTHER’S DIARY. 

These is something repellent to me, even at tins disj4t 
tance of time, in looking 7 back at the dreary days of 
seclusion which followed each other monotonously in my 
Highland home. The actions of my life, however 
trifling they may have been, I can And some interest in 
recalling : they associate me with my fellow-creatures ; 
they connect me, in some degree, with the vigorous 
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movement of the world. But I have no sympathy with' 1 '' 
the purely selfish pleasure which some men appear to 
derive from dwelling on the minute anatomy of their 
own feelings, under the pressure of adverse fortune. 
Let the domestic record of our stagnant life in Perthshire 
(so far as I am concerned in it) be presented in my 
mother’s words, not in mine. A few lines of extract 
from the daily journal which it was her habit to keep 
will tell all that need be told, before this narrative 
advances to later dates and to newer scenes. 

“2,0th August , — We have been. two months at our 
home in Scotland, and I see no change in George for 
the better. He is as far as ever, I fear, from being 
reconciled to his separation from that unhappy woman. 
Nothing will induce him to confess it himsolf. He 
declares that his quiet life here with me is all that he 
desires. But I know better ! I have been into his bed- 
room late at night. I have heard him talking of her in 
his sleep, and I have seen the tears on his eyelids. My 
poor boy 1 What thousands of charming women there 
are who would ask nothing bettor than to be his wife. 
And the one woman whom he can never marry, is the 
only woman whom he loves ! 

“ 2 5th . — A long conversation about George with Mr. 
MacGluo. I have never liked this Scotch doctor since he 
encouraged my son to keep the fatal appointment at 
Saint Anthony’s Well. But he seems to be a clever man 
in his profession — and I think, in his Way, he means 
kindly towards George. His advice was given as coarsely 
as usual, and very positively at the same time. * No- 
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Iking will euro your sou, madam, of his amator y passion' 
for that half-drowned lady of his, hut change-— and 
Lnoiber lady. Send him away by himself this tuna: 
hnd let him feel the want of some kind creatttfe to look 
lifter him. And when he meets with that kind etsstoye 
|they are as plenty as fish in the sea) never trouble your 
head about it if there’s a flaw in her character. I have 
got a cracked tea-cup which has Served me for twffify 1 
years. Marry him, ma’am, to the new one with the 
utmost speed and impetuosity which the law Will 
permit.’ -I hate Mr. MacGlue’s opinions — so coarse and 
so hard-hearted ! — but I sadly fear that I must part with 
my son for a little while, for his own sake, 

[ “ 26th . — Where is George to go ? I have bean thinking 

jpf it all through the night, and I cannot arrive at a 
|onclusioju It is so difficult to reconcile myself to let ting 
him go away alone. 

“29th . — I have always believed in special Provi- 
dences; and I am now confirmed in my belief. This 
morning has brought with it a note from our good Mend 
and neighbour at Belhelvie. Sir James is one of the 
Commissioners for the Northern Lights. He is going 
in a government vessel to inspect the lighthouses on 
the north of Scotland, and on the Orkney and Shet- 
land Islands — and, having noticed how worn and ill my 
poor boy looks, he most kindly invitos George to be his 
..guest on the voyage. They will not be absent for more 
ffthan two months ; and the sea (as Sir James reminds me) 
|,did wonders for George’s health when he returned from 
India. I could wish for no better opportunity than this 
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of trying what change of air and scene will do for hitsfu 
However painfully I may fed the separation myself, I 
shall put a cheerful face on it ; and 1 shall urge George 
to accept the invitation. 

“ 80 th . — I have said all I oould ; but he still refuses 
to leave me. I am a miserable selfish creature. X felt 
so glad when he said No. 

“8tst- -Another wakeful night. George must posi- 
tively send his answer to Sir James to-day. I am 
determined to do my duty towards my son — he looks so 
dreadfully pale and ill this morning ! Besides, if some- 
thing is not done to rouse him, how -do I know that he 
may not end in going back to Mrs. Van Brandt after 
all? From every point of view, I feel bound to insist on 
his accepting Sir Jamos’s invitation. I have only to be 
firm, and the thing is done. He has never yet dis- 
obeyed me, poor follow. He will not disobey me now. 

* “ Ini September . — He has gone ! Entirely to please 
me — entirely against his own wishes. Oh, how is it that 
sueh a good son cannot get a good wife! He would 
make any woman happy. I wonder whether I have done 
right in sending him away ? The wind is moaning in 
the fir plantation at the back of the house. Ib there a 
storm at sea ? I forgot to aBk Sir James how big the 
vessel was. The Guide to Scotland says the coaBt is 
rugged; and there is a wild sea between the north shore 
and the Orkney Islands. I almost regret having insisted 
so strongly — how foolish I am! We are all in the 
hands of God. May God bless and prosper my good 
son! 
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, u lOth . — Very uneasy. No lette* from George. Ah, 
hem full of trouble this life is ! aqd how strange that we 
should cling to it as we do ! 

u lSth. — A letter from George! They have done 
with the north coast ; and they have crossed the wild sea 
to the Orkneys. Wonderful weather has favoured them 
so far; and George is in better health and spirits. Ah! 
how much happiness there is in life if we will only have 
the patience to waH for it. 

“ 2nd October . — Aliother letter. They are safe in fee 
harbour of Lerwick, the chief port in the Shetland 
Islands. The weather has not latterly been at all 
favourable. But the amendment in George’s health 
remains. He writes most gratefully of Sir James’s un- 
remitting kindness to him. I am so happy, I declare I 
could kiss Sir James — though he is a great man, and a 
Commissioner for Northern Lights ! In three weeks 
more (wind and weather permitting) they hope to get 
back. Never mind my lonely life here, if I can only see 
George happy and well again ! He tells me they have 
passed a great deal of their time on shore; but not a 
word does he say about meetiiig any ladies. Perhaps 
they are scarce in those wild regions ? I have heard of 
Shetland shawls and Shetland ponies. Are there any 
Shetland ladies, I wonder ? ” 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

SHETLAND HOSPITALITY. 

“ Guide ! Where are we ( 

“ I can't say for certain.' 

“ Hare you lost your way ? " • 

The guide looks slowly all round him, and then looks 
at me. That is his answer to my question. And that is 
enough. 

The lost persons are three in number. My travelling 
companion, myself, and the guide. We are seated on 
three Shetland ponies — so small in stature, that we two 
strangers were at first literally ashamed to got on 
their backs. We are surrounded by dripping white mist, 
so dense that we become invisible to one another at a 
distance of half a dozen yards. We know that we are 
somewhere on the Mainland of the Shetland Isles. We 
see under the feet of our ponies a mixture of moorland 
and bog-*- here, the strip of firm ground that we are 
standing on; and there, a few feot off, the strip of 
watery peat-bog, which is deep enough to suffocate us if 
we step into it. Thus far, and no farther, our knowledge 
extends. The question of the moment is — Wl^it are we 
to do next ? 

The guide lights his pipe, and reminds me that he 
warned us against the weather bofore we startod for our 
ride. My travelling companion looks at me resignedly, 
with an expression of mild reproach. I deserve it. M j 
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^rashness is to blame for the disastrous position in which 
"wo now find ourselves. 

In writing to my mother, I have been careful to 
report favourably of my health and spirits. But I have 
not confessed that I still remember the day when I 
parted with the one hope and renounced the one love 
which made life precious to me. My torpid condition of 
t mind, at home, has simply given place to a perpetual 
restlessness, produced by tho excitement of my new life. 
I must now always be doing something — no matter what 
so long as it diverts me from my own thoughts. In* 
action is unendurable; solitude has become horrible to 
me. While the other members of the party which has 
accompanied Sir James on his voyage of inspection 
among the lighthouses are content to wait in the 
harbour of Lerwick for a favourable* change in the 
weather, I am obstinately bent on leaving the comfortable 
shelter of the vessel, to explore some inland rnin of pro- 
historic times, of- which I never heard, and for which I 
care nothing. The movement is all I want; the ride 
will fill the hateful void of time. I go, in defiance of 
sound advice offered to me on all sides. The youngest 
member of our party catches the infection of my reckless- 
ness (in virtue of his youth), and goes with me. And 
what lia^come of it ? We are blinded by mist ; we are 
lost on a moor ; and the treacherous peat-bogs are round 
us in every direction ! 

What is to be done ? 

“ Just leave it to the p ownie s,” the guide says. 

“ Do you mean leave the ponies to find tho way ?" 
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“ That’s it,” says the guide, “ Crop the bridle and 
leave it to the pownies. ' See for yourselves. Pm 
on my powny.” 

He drops his bridle on the pommel of his saddle, 
■whistles to his pony, and disappears in the mist ; riding 
with his hands in his pockets, and his pipo in his mouth, 
as composedly as if he was sitting by his own fireside at 
home. 

We have no ehoice but to follow his example, or to be 
left alone on the moor. The intelligent little animals, 
relieved from our stupid supervision, trot off with thoir 
noses to the ground, like hounds on the scent. Where 
the intersecting tract of bog is wide they skirt round it ; 
where it is narrow enough to be leaped over they cross it 
by a jump. Trot ! trot ! — away the hardy little creatures 
go, never stopping, never hesitating. Our ‘'superior 
intelligence," perfectly useless in the emergency, wonders 
how it will end. Our guide, in front of us, answers that 
it will end in the ponies finding their way certainly to 
the nearest village or the nearest house. “Let the 
bridles be," is his one wafting to us. “ Come what may 
of it, let the bridles be." 

It is easy for the guide to let his bridle be — he is 
accustomed to place himself in that bclplefs position 
under stress of circumstances, and he knows exactly 
what his pony can do. * 

To us, however, the situation is a new one, and it 
looks dangerous in the extreme. More than once I chock 
myself, not without an effort, in the act of rosuming the 
command of my pony on passing the more dangerous 
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in the journey. The time goes on, and noiign 
of an inhabited dwelling looms through the mist. I 
begin to get fidgety and irritable j I find myself Bfccretly 
doubting the trustworthiness of the guide. While I am 
in this unsettled frame of mind, my pony approaches a 
dim black winding line, where the bog must be crossed 
for the hundrodth time at least. The breadth of it 
(deceptively enlarged in appearance by the mist) looks 
to my eyes boyond the reach of a leap by any pony that 
ever was foaled. I lose my presence of mind. At the 
critical moment before the jump is taken, I am foolish 
enough to seize the bridle and suddenly check the pony. 
He starts, throws up his head, and falls instantly as if 
he had been shot. My right hand, as we drop on the 
ground together, gets twisted under me, and I feel that I 
have sprained my wiist. 

If I escape with no worse injury than this I may 
consider myself well off. But no such good fortune is 
reserved for me. In his struggles to rise, before I have 
completely extricated myself from him, the pony kicks 
me, and, as my ill-luck will have it, his hoof strikes 
just whore the poisoned spear struck me in the past days 
of my service in India. The old wound opens again, and 
there I lie bleeding on the barren Shetland moor J 

This tithe my strength has not been exhausted in* 
attempting to breast the current of a swift-floWing river 
with a drowning woman to support. I preserve my 
senses, and I am able to give the necessary directions 
for bandaging the wound with the best materials which 
wo have at our disposal. To mount my pony again is 
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simply out of the question. I must remain wliere I am, 
with my travelling companion to loot after me, and the 
guide must trust his pony to discover the nearest place 
of shelter to which I can be removed. 

Before he abandons us on the moor, tho man (at my 
suggestion) tates our “ bearings ” as corroctly as ho can 
by the help of my pocket compass. This done, he dis- 
appears in the mist, with the bridle hanging loose and 
the pony’s nose to tho ground, as before. I am loll, 
under my young friend’s care, with a cloak to lie on and, 
a saddle for a pillow. Our poifies composedly help 
themselves to such grass as they can find on the moor ; 
keeping always near us as companionably as if they 
were a couple of dogs. In tliis position we wait events, 
while the dripping mist hangs thicker than ever all 
around us. 

The slow minutes follow each other wearily in the 
majestic silence of the moor. We neither of us acknow- 
ledge it in words, but we both feel that hours may pass 
before tbe guide discovers us again. The penetrating 
damp slowly strengthens its clammy hold on me. My 
companion's pocket-flask of sherry has about a toa- 
spoonful of wine left in the bottom of it. We look at one 
another, having nothing else to look at in the present 
state of the weather, and wo hy to make the best of it. 
So the slow minutes follow each other, until our watches 
tell us that forty minutes have elapsed since tho guide 
and his pony vanished from our view. 

My friend suggests that we may as well try what our 
voices can do towards proclaiming our situation to any 
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living creature -wlio may, by the barest possibility, be 
within bearing of us. I leave bim to try tbe experiment, 
having no strength to spare for vocal efforts of any sort. 
My companion shouts at the highest pitch of his voice. 
Silcnco follows his first attempt. He tries again, and 
this time an answering hail reaches us faintly through 
the white fog. A fellow-creature of some sort, guide or 
stranger, is near us — help is coming at last ! 

An interval passes ; and voices reach our ears — the 
voices of two men. Then, the Bhadowy appearance of 
the two becomes visible in the mist. Then, the guide 
advances near enough to be identified. He is followed 
by a sturdy fellow, in a composite dress, which presents 
him under the double aspect of a groom and a gardener. 
The guide speaks a few words of rough sympathy. The 
composite man stands by impenetrably silent : the sight 
of a disabled stranger fails entirely either to surprise or 
to interest the gardener-groom. 

After a little private consultation, the two men decide 
to cross their hands, and thus make a seat for me 
between them. My arms rest on their shoulders ; and 
so they carry me off. My friend trudges behind them, 
with the saddle and the cloak. The ponies caper and 
kick, in unrestrained enjoyment of their freedom ; and 
sometimes follow, sometimes precede us, as the humour, 
of the moment inclines them. I am, fortunately for my 
bearers, a light weight. After twice resting, they stop 
altogether, and set me down on the driest place they can 
find. I look eagerly through the mist, for some signs of 
a dwelling-house — and I see nothing but a little shelving 
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; beach, and a sheet of dark water beyond. Where 
. are we ? 

;; 'The gardener-groom vanishes, and appears again on 
‘ the water, looming large in a boat. I am laid down in 
the bottom of the boat, with my saddle-pillow ; and we 
« shove off, leaving the ponies to the desolate freedom of 
the moor. They will pick up plenty to eat (the guide 
, says); and when night comes on they will find their own 
; way to shelter in a villago hard by. The last I soe of 
the hardy little creatures they are taking a drink of 
water, side by side, and biting each other sportively in 
higher spirits than ever ! 

i Slowly we float over the dark water — not a river, as I 
had at first supposed, but a lake — until we reach the 
. shores of a little island ; a flat lonely barren patch of 
; ground. I am carried along a rough pathway made of 
great flat stones, until wo reach the firmer earth, and 
discover a human dwelling-place at last. It is a long 
low house of one storey high ; forming (as well as 1 can 
see) three sides ojf a square. The door stands hospitably 
open. The Jhall within is bare and cold and dreary. 
The men open an inner door — and we enter a long cor- 
ridor, comfortably warmed by a peat fire. On one wall, 
1 notice the closed oaken doors of rooms ; on the other, 
rows on rows of wellrfilled book-shelves meet my eye. 
Advancing to the end of the first passage, we turn at 
right angles into a second. Here, a door is opened 
at last; I find myself in a spacious room, completely 
and tastefully furnished, having two beds in it, and a 
large fire burning in the grate. The change to this warm 
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and cheerful place of shelter from the dhiBy and misty 
solitude of the moor is so luxuriously delightful that I 
anjf^uite content, for the first few minutes, to stretch 
myselfjon a bed, in lazy enjoyment of my new position; 
without caring to inquire into whose house we have 
intruded; without even wondering at the strange absence 
of master, mistress, or member of the family to welcome 
our arrival under their roof. 

After a wink, the firbt sense of relief passes away, . 
My dormant curiosity revives. I begin to look ahont me.' 

The gardener-groom has disappeared. I discover 11 
my travelling companion at tho further end of the roam, ' 
evidently occupied in questioning the guide* A 
from mo brings him to my bedside. What discoveries 
Las he made? v> hose is the house, in which we are 
sheltered ? and how is it that no member of tho family 
appears to welcome us ? 

My friend relat< s his discoveries. The guide listens 
as attentively to tho second-hand narrative, as if it was 
quite new to him. 

Tho house that shelters us belongs to a gentleman of 
ancient northern lineage, whose name is Dunross. Be 
has lived in unbroken retirement on the barren island 
for twonty years past, with no other companion than a 
daughter, who is his only child. He is generally believed 
to bo one of the most learned men living. The inhabit- 
ants of Shetland know him far and wide, under a 
quaintly sounding name which means, being interpreted, 

“ Tho Master of Books.” The one occasion on whieh be 
and his daughter have been known to leave their island 
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retreat, was at a past time when a terrible epidemic 
disease broke out among the villages in the neighbour- 
hood. Father and daughter laboured day and night 
among their poor and afflicted neighbours, with a 
courage which no danger could shake, with a tender care 
which no fatigue could exhaust. The father had escaped 
infection, and the violence of the epidemic was beginning 
to wear itself out, when the daughter caught the disease. 
Her life had been preserved, but she had never com- 
pletely recovered her health. She is now an incurable 
sufferer from some mysterious nervous disorder which, 
nobody understands, and which has kept her a prisoner 
on the island, self- withdrawn from all human observation 
for years past. Among the poor inhabitants of the 
district, the father and daughter are worshipped as semi- 
divine beings. Their names come after the Sacred 
Name, in the prayers which the parents teach to the 
children. 

Such is the household (so far as the guide’s story 
goes) on whose privacy we have intruded ourselves ! 
The narrative has a certain interest of its own, no doubt, 
hut it has oue defect — it fails entirely to explain the 
continued absence of Mr. Dunross. Is it possible that 
he is not aware of our presence in tho house? We' 
apply to the guide, and make a few further inquiries 
of him. 

"Are we here,” I ask, "by permission of Mr. 
Dimross ? ” 

The guide stares. If I had spoken to him in Greek 
or Hebrew, I could hardly have puzzled him more effec- 
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frnally. My friend tries Mm vritfa. a simpler form of 
words. 

“ Did you ask leave to bring us here when you found 
your way to the house ? ” 

The guide stares harder than ever, with every 
appearance of feeling perfectly scandalized by the 
question. 

“Do you think,” he asks sternly, “that I am fool 
enough to disturb the Ma ->tor over his books, for such a 
little matter as bringing you and your friend into this 
house?” 

“ Do you mean that you have brought us here with- 
out first asking leave ? ” T exclaim in amazement. 

The guide’s face brightens ; ho lias Lcaton tho true 
stato of the case into our stupid heads at last ! “That’s 
|Ust what 1 moan!” he says, with' an air of infinite 
relief. 

Tho door opens before wo have recovered tho shock 
inflicted on us by this extraordinary discovery. A little, 
lean, old gentleman, shrouded m a long black dressing- 
gown, quietly enters tho room. The guide steps forward, 
and respectfully closes the door for him. We axe 
evidently in tho presence of Mr. Dunross 1 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

TnE DARKENED ROOM. 

The little gentleman advances to my bedside. His silky 
white hair flows over his shoulders ; he looks at us with 
faded blue eyes; he bows with a sad and subdued 
courtesy, and says in the simplest manner, “ I bid you 
Welcome, gentlemen, to my house.” 

We are not content with merely thanking him ; we 
naturally attempt to apologize for our intrusion. Our 
host defeats the attempt at the outset, by making an 
apology on his own behalf. 

“ I happened to send for my servant a minute since,” 
he proceods, “and I only then heard that yon were hero. 
It is the custom of the house that nobody interrupts me 
over my books. Be pleased, sir, to accept my excuses,” 
he adds, addressing himself to me, “for uot having 
sooner placed myself and my household at your disposal. 
You have met, as I am sorry to hear, willi an accident. 
Will you permit me to send for medical help ? I ask 
the question a little abruptly, fearing that timo may be 
of importance, and knowing that our nearest doctor lives 
at some distance from this house.” 

He speaks with a certain quaintly precise choice 
of words — more like a man dictating a letter than 
holding a conversation. The ' subdued sadjjfess of his 
manner is reflected in the subdued sadness of his 
face. He and sorrow have apparently been old ao- 
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quaintances, and have become used to each other for 
years paBt. The shadow of some past grief rests 
quietly and impenetrably over the whole man : I see 
it in his faded blue eyes, on his broad forehead, on 
his delicate lips, on his pale, shrivelled cheeks. My 
uneasy sense of committing an intrusion on him steadily 
increases, in spite of his courteous welcome. I explain 
to him that I am capable of treating my own case, 
having been myself in practice as a medical man; and 
this said, I revert to my interrupted excuses. I assure 
him that it is only within the last few moments that 
travelling companion and I have become aware of the 
liberty which our guide has taken in introducing ns, on 
his own sole responsibility, to the houso. Mr. Dunross 
looks at me, as if he, like the guide, failed entirely to 
understand what my scruples and excuses mean. After 
a white the truth dawns on him. A faint smile flickers 
over his face ; ho lays his hand in a gentle, fatherly way 
on my shoulder. 

“ Wo are so used here to our Shetland hospitality,” 
he says, “that wo are slow to understand the hesitation 
which a stranger feels in taking advantage of it. Your 
guide is in no respect to blame, gentlemen. Every 
house in these islands which is large enough to contain 
a spare room, has its Guest Chamber, always kept ready 
for occupation. When you travel my way, yon come 
here as a matter of course ; you stay here as long as 
you like ; epd, when you go away, I only do my duty 
as a good *hetlander in accompanying you on the first 
stage of your journey to bid you God-spoed. The customs 
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of centimes past elsewhere, are modern customs here. 
I beg of yon to give my servant all the directions which 
are necessary to your comfort, just as freely as yon could 
give them in your own house.” 

He turns aside to ring 'a hand-bell on the table as 
he speaks; and notices in the guide’s face plain signs 
that the man has taken 1 offence at ‘my disparaging 
allusion to him, 

“Strangers cannot be expected to understand our 
ways, Andrew,” says the Master of Books. “ But yon 
and I understand one another — and that is enough.” 

The guide’s rough face reddens with pleasure. If a 
frowned king on a throne had spoken condescendingly 
to him, he could hardly have looked more proud of the 
honour conferred than he looks now. He makes a 
clumsy attempt to take the Master’s hand, and kiss it. 
Mr. Dunross gently repels the attempt, and gives him 
a little pat on the head. The guide looks at mo and 
my friend, as if he had been honoured with the highest 
distinction that an earthly being can receive. The 
Master’s hand had touched him kindly ! 

In a moment more, the gardener-groom appears at 
the door to answer the bell. 

“You will move the medicine-chest into this room, 
Peter,” says Mr. Dunross. “And you will wait on this 
gentleman, who is confined to his bed by an accident, 
exactly as you would wait on me if I was ill. If we both 
happen to ring for you together, you will answer his 
bell before you answer mine. The usual changes of 
linen are of course ready in the wardrobe there ? Very 
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, good. Go now, and tell the oook to prepay a little 
| dinner; and get a bottle of the old Madeira otit of the 
cellar. You will spread the table, for to-day at least, 
in tliis room. These two gentlemen will be best pleased 
to dine together. Return hore in five minutes’ time, in 
ease you are wanted; and show my guest, Peter, that 
I am right in believing you to be a good nurse as well 
as a good servant.” 

The silent and surly Peter brightens under the 
expression of the Master’s confidence in him, as the 
guide brightenod under the influence of tike Master’s 
caressing touch. The two men leave the room together. 

We take advantage of the momentary silence that 
follows, to introduce ourselves by name to our host, and 
i to inform him of the circumstances under which wo 
happen to be visiting Shetland. He listens in his 
subdued courteous way; hut he makes no inquiries 
about our relatives ; he shows no interest in the arrival 
of the government yacht and the Commissioner for 
Northern Lights. AJ1 sympathy with tho doings of 
the outer world, all curiosity about persons of social 
position and notoriety, is evidently at an end in Mr. 
Punross. For twenty years the little round of his 
duties and his occupations has been enough for him. 
Life has lost its priceless value to this man — and when 
Death comes to him, he will receive the king of terrors 
as he might receive the last of his guests. 

“Is there anything else I can do,” he says, speaking 
more to himself than to us, “bofore I go back to my 
books ? ’’ 
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Something else occurs to him, even as he puts tbe| 
question. Ho addresses my companion, with his faint/ 
Bad smile. “ This will be a dull life I am afraid, sir, 1 
for you. If you happen to be fond of angling, I can 
offer you some little amusoment in that way. The lake 
is well stocked with fish ; and I have a boy employed in 
the garden, who will be glad to attend on you in the boat.” 

My friend happens to be fond of fishing, and gladly 
accepts the invitation. The Master says his parting 1 
words to me, before he goes back to his books. 

“You may safely trust my man Peter to wait on 
you, Mr. Germaine, while you are bo unfortunate as to 
be confined to this room. He has the advantage (in 
cases of illness) of being a very silent, undemonstrative 
person. At the same time he is careful and considerate, | 
in his own reserved way. As to what I may term, the 
lighter duties at your bedside — such as reading to you, 
writing your letters for you while your right hand is 
still disabled, regulating the temperature in the room, 
and so on — though I cannot speak positively, I think 
it likely that these little services may be rendered to 
you by another person whom I have not mentioned yot. 
We shall see what happens in a few hours’ time. In ^ 
the mean while, sir, I ask permission to leave you" to 
your rest.” 

With those words, he walks out of the room as quietly j 
as he walked into it, and leaves his two guests to ; 
meditate gratefully on Shetland hospitality. We both 
wonder what those last mysterious words of our host 
mean ; and we exchange more or less ingenious guesses ' 
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r Ott the subject of that nameless “ other person ” who 
may possibly attend on me — until the arrival of dinner 
turns our thoughts into a new course. 

The dishes are few in number, but cooked to per- 
fection and admirably served. I am too weary to eat 
much : a glass of the fine old Ma'deira revives me. We 
arrange our future plans while we are engaged over the 
meal. Our return to the yacht in Lerwick harbour is 
- 1 expociod on the next day at the latest. As things are, I 
can only leave my companion to go back to the vessel, 
and relieve the minds of our friends of any needless 
alarm about me. On tbe day after, I engage to send on 
board a written report of the state of my health, by a 
messenger who can bring my portmanteau Jback with him. 

These arrangements decided on, my friend goes away 
(at my own request) to try his skill as an angler in the 
lako. Assisted by the silent Peter and the well-stocked 
medicine-chest, I apply the necessary dressings to my 
wound ; wrap myself in tho comfortable morning gown 
which is always kept ready in tho Guests’ Chamber ; and 
lie down again on the bed to try the restorative virtues 
of sleep. 

Before he leaves the room, silent Peter goes to the 
window, and asks in fewest possible words if he shall 
draw the curtains. In fower words still — for I am feel- 
ing drowsy already — I answer No. I dislike shutting 
out the cheering light of day. To my morbid fancy, at 
that moment, it looks like resigning myself deliberately 
to tho horrors of a long illness. The hand-boll is on my 
bedside table ; and I can always ring for Peter if the 
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light keeps me from sleeping. On this understanding, ( 
Peter mutely nods his head, and goes out. 

For BOme minutes I lio in lazy contemplation of the 
companionable fire. Meanwhile, the dressings on my 
•wound and the embrocation on my sprained wrist steadily 
subdue the pains which I have felt so far. Little by 
little, the bright fire seems to be fading. Little by little, 
sleep steals on me, and my troubles are forgotten. 

I wake, after what seems to have been a long repose — ‘ 
I wake, feeling the bewilderment which wo all experience 
on opening our eyes for the first time in a bed and a 
room that are new to us. Gradually collecting my 
thoughts, I find my perplexity considerably increased by 
a trilling but curious circumstance. The curtains which 
I had forbidden Peter to touch, are drawn — closely^ 
drawn, so as to plunge the whole room in obscurity. 
And, moro surprising still, a high screen with folding 
sides stands before the fire, and confines the light which 
it might otherwise give, exclusively to the ceiling. I 
am literally enveloped in shadows. Has night come ? 

In lazy wonder I turn my head on the pillow, and 
look on the other side of my bed. 

Dark as it is, I dibcovor instantly that I am not* 
alone. 

A shadowy figure stands by my bedside. The dim 
outline of tho dress tells mo that it is the figure of a 
woman. Straining my eyes, I fancy I can discern a ' 
wavy black object covering hor head and shoulders which 
looks like a large veil. Her face is turned towards me ; 
hut no distinguishing feature in it is visible. She stands * 
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•like a statue, with her hands crossed in front of Ibier, 
faintly relieved against the dark substance of her dress. 
This loan see — and this is all. v 

There is a moment of silence. The shadowy J^ang 
finds its voice, and speaks first. / *;*• 

“ I hope you feel better, sir, after your rest ? ?? ' 

The voice is low, with a certain faint sweetnesd of 
tone which falls soothingly on my ear. The accent is 
unmistakably the accent of a refined and cultivated per- 
son. After making my acknowledgments to the un- 
known and half-seen lady, I venture to ask the inevitable 
question, “ To whom have I the honour of speaking ? ” 
The lady answers, “ I am Miss Dunross ; and I 
hope, if you have no objection to it, to help Peter in 
nursing you.” 

This, then, is the “ other person ” dimly alluded to 
by our host ! I think directly of the heroic conduct of 
Miss Dunross among her poor and afflicted neighbours ; 
and I do not forget the melancholy result of her devotion 
to others which has left her an incurable invalid. . My 
anxiety to see this lady more plainly increases a hundred- 
fold. I beg her to add to my grateful sense of her kind- 
ness by telling me why the room is so dark. “ Surely,” 

I say, “ it cannot be night already ? ” 

“ You have not been asleep,” she answers, “ for more 
than two hours. The mist has disappeared, and the sun 
is shining.” 

I take up the bell, standing on the table at my side. 
“ May I ring for Peter, Miss Dunross ? ” ' 

■ ** To open the curtains, Mr. Germaine ? ” 
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“Yes — witli your permission. I own I should like to^ 
see the sunlight.” 

“ I will send Peter to you immediately.” 

The shadowy figure of my new nurse glides away. 
In another moment, unless I say something to stop her, ^ 
the woman whom I am so eager to see will have left the 
room. 

“ Pray don’t go ! ” I say. “ I cannot think of ^ 
troubling you to take a trifling message for me. The 
servant will come in, if I only ring the bell.” 

She pauses — more shadowy than ever— -halfway be- 
tween the bed and the door, and answers a little sadly — 

“ Peter will not let in the daylight while I am in the 
room. He dosed the curtains, by my order.” 

The reply puzzles me. Why should Peter keep the 
room dark while Miss Dunross is in it ? Are her eyes 
weak ? If her eyes were weak, they would be protected 
by a shade. Dark as it is, her veil would surely show 
it, if she wore a shade ? Perhaps, after all, the curtains 
have been drawn with a view of prolonging my slumbers? 

I cannot venturo on asking the question — 1 can only 
make my excuses in duo form. 

“Invalids only think of themselves,” I say. “I ' 
supposed that you had kindly darkened the room on my 
account.” 

She glides back to my bedside, before she speaks 
again. When Bhe does answer, it is in these startling 
words : — 

“You were mistaken, Mr. Germaine. Your room 
has been darkened — not on your account, but on mine." 
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' THE OATS. 

Miss Ecnkoss had bo completely perplexed me, that 1 
was at a loss wbat to say next. 

To ask her plainly why it was necessary to, keep the 
room in darkness while she remained in it, might prove 
(for all I knew to the contrary) to he an act of downright 
rudeness. To venture on any general expression of 
sympathy with her, knowing absolutely nothing of the 
circumstances, might place us both in an embarrassing 
l position at the outset of our acquaintance. The one 
tilling I could do was to beg that the presont arrangement 
of the room might not be disturbed, and to leave her to 
decide as to whether she should admit me to her confi- 
dence or exclude me from it, at her own sole discretion. 

She perfectly understood what was going on in my 
mind. Taking a chair at the foot of the bed, she told 
me simply and unreservedly the sad secret of the 
darkened room. 

•i “If you wish to see much of me, Mr. Germaine,” she - 
began, “you must accustom yourself to the world of 
shadows in which it is ray lot to live. Some time since, 
a dreadful illness raged among the people in our part of 
this island; and 1 was so unfortunate as to catch the 
infection. When I recovered — no ! * Becovery ’ is not the 
, right word to use — let me say, when I escaped death, I 
' found myself afflicted by a nervous malady winch has 
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defied medical help from that time to this. I am suffer-*, 
mg (as the doctors explain it to me) from a morbidly 
sensitive condition of the nerves near the surface to the 
action of light. If I were to draw the curtains, and look 
out of that win^:^ I shouh';- feci the acutest pain all 
over my face. If I covered my face, and drew tho 
ourtains with my bare hands, I should feel the same 
pain in my hands. You can just see, perhaps, that I 
have a very largo and vory thick veil on my head. I let 
it fall over my face and neck and hands, when I have 
occasion to pass alongtho corners, or to enter my 
father’s study — and I find it protection dfeougli. Don’t 
be too ready to deplore my sad condition, sir !. I have 
got so used to living in the dark that 1 can see quite well 
enough for all the purposes of my poor existence. I. can, 
read and write in these shadows — I can see you, and be 
of use to you in many little ways, if you will lot me. 
There is really nothing to be distressed about. My life 
will not be a long one — I know and feel that. But I 
hope to be spared long enough to ho my father’s com- 
panion through the closing years of his life. Beyond 
that, J have no prospect. In iho mean while, I have my 
pleasures ; and I mean to add to my scanty littlo stock, 
tho pleasure of attending on you. You are quite an 
event in my life. I look forward to reading to you and 
writing for yon, as some girls look forward to a now 
dress, or a first ball. Do you think it very strange of 
me to tell you so openly just what I have in my mind ? 
I can’t help it ! I say what I think to my father, and to 
our poor neighbours hereabouts— and I can’t alter- my 1 
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ways at a, moment’s notice. 1 own it when I like people ?• 
•and I own i!%ten I don’t. I have been looking at joa 
while you were asleep ; and I have read your face a# I 
might read a book. There are . signs of. sorrowm your 
forehead and your lips, which it is strange t o lee in so 
young a face as yours. I am afraid I shall trouble you 
1 with many questions about yourself when we become 
better acquainted with each other. Let mb begin with ® 
question, in my capacity as nurse. Are your pillows 
comfortable ? I can see they want shaking up. Shall ! 
Bend for Peter to raise you ? I am unhappily not strong 
enough to bo able to help you in that way. No ? You 
are able to raise yourself ? Wait a little. There I Now 
lie back— -and tell me if I know how *to establish , the 
right sort of sympathy between a tumbled pillow and a 
weary head.” 

She had so indescribably touched and interested me, 
stranger as I was, that the sudden cessation of her faint, 
sweet tones affected me almost with a sense of pain. In 
trying (clumsily enough) to help her with the pillows, I. 
accidentally touched her hand. It felt so cold and so thin, 
that even the momentary contact with it startled me. I 
tried vainly to see her face, now that it was mure within 
reach of my range of view. The merciless darkness 
kept it as complete a mystery as ever. Had my curiosity 
escaped her notice ? Nothing escaped her notice ! Her 
next words told me plainly that I had been discovered. 

“ You have been trying to see me,” she said. “ Has 
my band warned you not to try again ? I felt that it 
startled you when you touched it just now.” 
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[ Such quickness of perception as this was not to he 
deceived; each fearless candour demanded as a right a 
similar frankness on my side. I owned the truth, and 
mk ft to her indulgence to forgive me. 

She ietumed slowly to her chair at the foot of the 
had. 

*' If we are to be friends,” she said, “ wo must begin 
by understanding one another. Don't associate any 
romantic ideas of invisible beauty with me, Mr. Ger- 
maine. I had but one beauty to boast of before I fell ill 
—my complexion — and that has gone for ever. There 
is nothing to see in me now, but the ruin of what was 
emee a women.” 

She stopped for a moment. I could only judge of the 
effort which it cost her to say thos$ sad words, by tho 
altered tones of her voice as she spoke. They told me 
plainly that she had paused, not to consider what she 
should say next, but to control emotions which shook her 
self-possession as nothing had shaken it yet. 

“I don’t say this to distress you,” she went on; “I 
say it to reconcile you to the darkness as a perpetual 
obstacle, so far as your eyes arc concerned, betweon you 
and me. Make the best instead of the worst of your , 
strange position here. It offers you a new sensation to 
amuse you while you are ill. Ton have a nurse who is > 
an impersonal creature — a shadow among shadows ; a 
voice to speak to you, and a hand to help you, and 
nothing more. Enough of myself ! ” she exclaimed, 
rising fend changing her tone. “ What can I do to amuse 
you# | She considered^ « little. “I have some odd 
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j. tastes,” she Resumed ; "and I think I may entertain you 

if I make you acquainted <vrith one of them. Ate 
you like most other men, Mr. Germaine? Do you 
hate oats?” * v 

The question startled me- Howiver, I could honestly 
answer that, in this respect at least, I was not like 
other men. 

" To my thinking,” I added, “ the eat is a cruelly 
misunderstood creature — especially in England? Women, 
no doubt, generally do justice to the affectionate nhttire 
of eats. But the men treat them as if the/ were the 
natural enemies of the human race. The men drive a 
cat out of their presence if it ventures upstairs, and set 
their dogs at it if it shows itself in the street — and then 
they turn round and accuse the poor creature (whose 
genial nature must attach itself to something) of being 
only fond of the kitchen ! ” 

The expression of these unpopular sentiments 
appeared to raise me greatly in the estimation of Miss 
Dunross. 

“ We have one sympathy in common, at any rate,” 
she said. “Now I can amuse you! Prepare for a 
surprise.” 

She drew her veil over her face as she spoke, and, 

' partially opening the door, rang my hand-bell. Peter 
appeared, and received his instructions. 

“Move the screen," said Miss Dunross. Peter 
obeyed; the ruddy firelight streamed over the floor. 
Miss Dunross proceeded with her directions. “Open 
the door of the eats’ room, Peter; and bring me my 
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Don't* suppose that you are going to listen to a 
great player, Mr. Germaine,” she went on, when Peter 
j had departed on his singular errand, “ or that you are 
lllcely to see the sort of harp to whicn you are acctts- 
: iomed, as a man of the' modern time. I can only play 
&me old Scotch airs ; and my harp is an ancient instru- 
ment (with new strings) — an heirloom in our family, 
some centuries old. When you see my harp, you will 
think of pictures of Saint Cecilia — and you will be 
treating my performance kindly if you will remember, at 
the same time, that I am no Saint ! ” 

She drew her chair into the firelight ; and sounded a 
whistle which she took from the pocket of her dress. In 
another moment tho lithe and shadowy figures of the 
cats appeared noiselessly in the red light, answering 
their mistress’s call. I could just count six of them, as 
4he creatures seated themselves demurely in a circle 
round the chair. Peter followed with the harp, and 
^Closed the door after him as he went out. The streak 
of daylight being now excludi d from tlio room, Miss 
Dunross throw hack her veil, and look the harp on her 
knee ; seating hersolf, I observed, with her face turned 
. away from the fire. 

“ You will have light enough to see tho cats by,” she 
said, 4) without having too much light for me. Firelight 
does not give me the acute pain which I suffer when 
daylight falls on my face — t feel a certain inconvenience 
-Wm it, and nothing more.” 

She touched the strings of her instrument — the 
i ancient harp, as she had said, of the pictured Saint 
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Cecilia ; or rather, as I thought, the ancient ha^) of tbfe 
Welsh bards. The Bound was at first unpleasantly h%h ; 
in pitch, to my untutored ear. At the opening notes of 
the melody — a slow, wailihg, dirge-dike air*— the cats ; 
began the performance by walking round their mistress. 1 
Now they followed each other singly ; now, at a change 
in the melody, they walked two and two ; and, BOV* 
again, they separated into divisions of three each, abd 
circled round the ohair in opposite directions. The . 
music quickened, and the eats quickened their pace with 
it. Pastor and faster the notes rang out, and faster and 
faster in the ruddy firelight, the cats, like living shadows, , 
whirled round the still black figure in the chair, with the 
ancient harp on its knee. Anything bq weird, wild, and 
ghostlike 1 never imagined before, even in a dream I The 
music changed, and the whirling cats began to leap. 
One pel c bed itself at abound on the pedestal of the harp. 
Pour sprang up together, and assumed their places, two 
on each of her shoulders. The last and smallest of the : 
cats took the last leap, and lighted on her head 1 TtUfflb 
the six creatures lupt their position, motionless as 
statues ! Nothing mo\od hut the wan, white hands over 
tho liaip-strings ; no oound hut the sound of the music 
stirred in tho room. Once more the melody changed, 
in an instant, the six cats were on the floor again, seated 
round the chair as 1 had seen them on their first entrance ; 
the harp was laid aside ; and the faint, sweet voice said 
quietly, “lam soon tired— my cats must conclude their 
performances to-morrow.’' 

She rose, and approached the bedside. 
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“I leave you to seethe sunset through your window,” 
she said. “From the coming of the darkness to the 
coming of breakfast-time, you must not count on my 
services— -I am taking my rest, I have no choice but to 
remain in bed (sleeping when I can) for twelvo hours fit 
more. The long repose seems to keep my life in me. 
Have I and my cats surprised you very much ? Am I 
a witch ; and aro they my familiar spirits ? Eemember 
how few amusements I have, and you will not wonder 
why I devote myBelf to teaching these pretty creatures 
their tricks, and attaching them to me like dogs ! They 
were slow at first, and they taught mo excellent lessons 
of patience. Now, they understand what I want of them, 
and they learn wonderfully well. How you will amuso 
your Mend, when he comes back from fishing, with the 
story of the young lady who lives in the dark, and keeps 
a company of performing cats ! I shall expect you to 
amuse me to-morrow — I want you to toll mo all about 
yourself, and how you came to visit these wild islands of 
ours. Perhaps, as the days go on, and we get better 
acquainted, you will take mo a little more into your con- 
fidence, and tell me the truo meaning of that story of 
sorrow which I read on your face while you wore asleep ? 
I have just enough of the woman left in me to be the 
victim of curiosity, when I meet with a person who 
interests me. Good-bye till to-morrow ! I wish you a 
tranquil night and a pleasant waking. Come, my 
familiar spirits — come, my cat-children! it’s time we 
went back to our own side of the house.” 

She dropped the veil over her face — and, followed by 
her train of cats, glided out of the room. 
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Immediately on her departure, Peter appeared, and 
drew back the curtains. The light of the setting Bui 
streamed in at the window. At the same moment, my 
Ravelling companion returned in high spirits, eager to 
tell me about his fishing in the lake. The contrast 
between what I saw and heard now, and what I had 
Been and heard only a few minutes since, was so extra- 
ordinary and so startling, that I almost doubted whether 
the veiled figure with tho harp, and the dance of cats, 
were not the fantastic creations of a dream. I actually 
asked my friend whether he had found me awake or 
asleep when he came into the room ! 

Evening merged into night. Mr. Dunross duly made 
his appearance, to receive the latest news of my health. 
He spoke and listened absently, as if liis mind was still 
preoccupied by his studies — except when I referred 
gratefully to his daughter’s kindness to me. At her 
name his faded blue eyes brightenod ; his drooping head 
became erect; his sad subdued voice strengthened in 
tone. 

“ Do not hesitate to let her attend on you,” he said. 

** Whatever interests or amuses her, lengthens her life. 
In her life is the breath of mine. She is more than 
my daughter — she is the guardian-angel of the house ; 
go where she may, she, carries the air of Heaven with 
her. When you say your prayers, sir, pray God to 
leave my daughter here a little longer.” 

He sighed heavily ; his head dropped again on his 
breast — he left me. 

The hour advanced; the evening meal was set by 
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my bedside. Silent Peter, taking bis leave for the night, 
developed into speech. “ I sleep next door,” he said. 
’“Bing when you want me.” My travelling-companion, 
taking the second bed in the room, reposed in the happy 
sleep of youth. In the house, there was dead silence. 
Out of the house, the low song of the night- wind, rising 
and falling over the lake and the moor, was the one 
sound to be heard. So the first day ended in the hos- 
pitable Shetland house. 


CHAPTER XVI. 

THE GF.EEN FLAG. 

“I congratulate you, Mr. Germaine, on your power 
of painting in words. Tour description gives me a vivid 
idea of Mrs- Van Brandt.” 

“ Does the portrait please you, Miss Dunross ? ” 

“ May I speak as plainly as usual ? ” 

“ Certainly ! ” 

“Well, then, plainly, I don’t like your Mrs. Van 
Brandt.” 

Ten days had passed ; and thus far Miss Duhtosb had 
made her way into my confidence already ! 

By what means had she induced me to trust her 
with those Becret and sacred sorrows of my life, which 
I had hitherto kept for my mother’s ear alone ? I can 
easily recall the rapid and subtle manner in which her 
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sympathies twined themselves round mine — ‘bat X fail 
entirely to trace the infinite gradations of approach, by 
which she surprised and conquered my habitual reserve. 
The strongest influence of all, the influence of the eye, 
was not hers. When the light was admitted into the 
room, she was shrouded in her veil. At all other times 
the curtains were drawn, the screen was before the fire — ■ 
I could see dimly vhe outline of her face, and I could see 
no more. The secret of her influence was perhaps parity 
attributable to the simple and sisterly manner in which 
she spoke to me, and partly to the indescribable interest 
which associated itself with her mere presence in the 
room. Her father had told me that she “carried the 
air of Heaven with her.’’ In my expedience, X can only 
say that she carried something with her which softly 
and inscrutably possessed itsolf of my will, and made me 
as unconsciously obedient to her wishes as if I had been 
her dog. The love-story of my boyhood, in all its par- 
ticulars, down even to the gift of the green flag; the 
mystic predictions of Dame Dermody ; the loss of every 
trace of my little Mary of former days ; the rescue of 
Mrs. Van Brandt from the river; the apparition of her 
in the summer -boust ; the after-meetings with her in 
Edinburgh and in London ; the final parting, which had 
left its mark of sorrow on my face — all these events, all 
these sufferings, I confided to her as unreservedly as I 
have confided them to these pages. And the result, 
as she sat by me in the darkened room, waB summed 
up, with a woman’s headlong impetuosity of judgment, 
in ttie words 1 have just written— “I don’t like your 
Mrs. Van Brandt ! ” 
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“ Why not ?’’ I asked. 

S3hio answered instantly, “ Because you ought to low 
nobody but Mary.” 

■ “ But Mary has been lost to me' since 1 was a boy 
of thirteen.” 

“Be patient— and you will find her again. Mary 
is patient — Mary' is waiting for you. When you meet 
her, you will be ashamed to remember that you ever 
loved Mrs. Van Brandt — you will look on your separation 
from that woman as the happiest event of your life, 
I may not live to hear of it — but you will live to own 
that I was right.” 

■ Her perfectly baseless conviction that time would 
yet bring about my meeting with Mary, partly irritated, 
partly amused me. 

“You seem to agree with Dame Dermody,” I Baid. 
“ You believe that our two destinies are one. No matter 
what time may elapse, or what may happen in the time, 
you believe my marriage with Mary, is still a marriage 
delayed, and nothing more ? ” 

“ I firmly believe it.” 

“ Without knowing why — except that you dislike the 
idea of my marrying Mrs. Van Brandt ? ” 

She knew that this view of her motive was not far 
from being the right one— and, womanlike, she shifted 
the discussion to new ground. 

“Why do you call her Mrs. Van Brandt?” she 
asked. “Mrs. Van Brandt is the namesake of your 
first love. If you are so fond of her, why don’t you call 
her Mary ? ” 
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I was ashamed to give the true reason— it seemed 
so utterly unworthy, of a man of any sense or spirit. 
Noticing my hesitation, she insisted on my answering 
her; she forced me to make my humiliating confession. 

“ The man who has parted us,” I said, “ called her 
Mary. I hate him with such a jealous hatred that he 
has eveh disgusted me with the name ! It lost all its 
charm for me when it passed his lips.” 

I had anticipated that she would laugh at me. Not 
She suddenly raised her head as if she was looking at 
me intently in the dark. 

“ How fond you must be of that woman ! ” she said. 
“ Do you dream of her now ? ” 

“ I never dream of her now.” 

“ Do you expect to Bee the apparition of her again ? ” 

“ It may be so — if a time comes when she is in sore 
need of help, and when she has no friend to look to 
but me.” 

“Did you ever see the apparition of your little 
■ Mary ? ” 

“ Never ! ” 

“ But you used once to see her — as Dame Dermody 
predicted — in dreams ? ” 

“Yes — when I was a lad.” 

“ And in tho after-time, it was not Mary, but Mra. 
Van Brandt who came to you in dreams — who appeared 
to you in the spirit, when she was far away from you 
in the body ? Poor old Dame Dermody ! She little 
thought in her lifetime that her prediction would-be 
fulfilled by the wrong woman ! ” 



1S'0 ntE Ty^Q mBTistss. 

To that result, her inquiries had inscrutably con- 
ducted her ! If she had only pressed them a little 
farther— if she had not unconsciously led me astray 
again by the very next question that fell from her lips— 
she must have communicated to my mind, the idea 
obscurely germinating in hers — the idea of a possible 
identity between the Mary of my first love and Mrs. 
Van Brandt ! 

" Tell me,” she went on. “ If you met with your 
little Mary now, what would she be like ? what sort of 
woman would you expect to see ? ” . 

I could hardly help laughing. “ How can I tell,” I 
rejoined, “ at this distance of time ? ” 

“ Try !” she said. 

Reasoning my way from the known personality to the 
unknown, I searched my memory for the image of the 
frail and delicate child of my remembrance ; and I drew 
the picture of a frail and delicate woman— the most 
absolute contrast imaginable to Mrs. Van Brandt ! 

The half-realized idea of identity in the mind of Miss 
Dunross dropped out of it instantly, expelled by the 
substantial conclusion which the contrast implied. Alike 
ignorant of the after-growth of health, strength, and 
beauty which time and circumstances had developed in 
the Mary of my youthful days, we had alike completely 
and unconsciously misled one another. Once more, I 
had missed the discovery of the truth, and missed it by 
a bairsbreadth ! . 

“I infinitely prefer your portrait of Mary,” said 
Miss Dunross, “ to your portrait of Mrs. Van Brandt. 
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o4#t tobe. Hon felt any somow for tte 

M of that other person (I detertboxom women!) passes , 
my wnderetanding. I can't tell yon how interested I. am. 
in Mary ' I want to know more about her. Where 1$. 
that pretty present of needlework which the jpoca: httlo 
thing embroidered for yon so indnstnonsly 1 Bo let nxe 

see tlie green flag ! 9 * ,, , 

She evidently supposed that I carried the green ™V 
about me ! I felt a little confused as I answered her. , , 

« I a m sorry to disappoint you. The green flag, is 

somewhere in my house in Perthshire.” . 

« you have not got it with you?” she exclaimed. 

“ You leave her keepsake lying about, anywhere ? Oh, 
Mr. Germaine, you have indeed forgotten Mary! A. 
woman, in your place, would have parted With her lx e 
rather than part with the one memorial left of the time 

when she first loved!” , 

She spoke with such extraordinary earnestness— with 
such agitation, I might almost say-that she quite 

startled me. • ' 

«< j) ear Miss Dunross,” I remonstrated, the flag is 


n0t “°i ^should hope not ! ” she interposed quickly. “ If 
you lose the green flag, yon lose the last reUe of Mary- 
and more than that, if my belief is right. 

“ What do you believe ? ” 

« y ou laugh at me if I tell you. I am afraid my 
first reading of your face was wrong-I am afraid you 
are a hard man.” 
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“ Indeed you do me an injustice. I entreat yon tc 
answer me as frankly as usual. What do I lose in losing : 
the last relic of Mary ? ” 

"You lose the one hope I have for you,” she 
answered gravely — -‘'the hope of your meeting and your 
marriage with Mary in the time to come. I was sleep- 
less last night, and I was thinking of your pretty love- 
story by the banks of the bright English lake. The 
longer I thought, the more firmly I felt the conviction 
that the poor child’s green flag is destined to have its 
innocent influence in forming your future life,' Your 
happiness is waiting for you in that artless little . keep- 
sake ! I can’t explain or justify this belief of mine. It 
is one of my eccentricities, I suppose — like -training my 
cats to perform to the music of my harp. But, if I were 
your old Mend, instead of being only your friend of a 
few days, I would leave you no peace- — I would beg and 
entreat and persist, as only a woman cm persist — until 
I had made Mary’s gift as close a companion of yours, 
tffe your mother’s portrait in the locket there at your 
watch-chain. While the flag is with you, Mary's in- 
fluence is with you — Mary’s love is still binding you by 
the dear old tie — and Mary and you, after years of 
separation, will meet again l ” 

The fancy was in itself pretty and poetical ; the 
earnestness which had given expression to it would have 
had its influence over a man of a far harder nature than 
mine. I confess she had made me ashamed, if she had 
done nothing more, of my neglect- of the green flag. 

"I Mil look for it, the moment X am at home again,” 



I said; “andl will take care that it is carefully preferred 
for tjke future." 

“I want more than that,” she rejoined, “If you 
can’t wear the flag about you, I want it always to be 
with you — to go wherever you go. When they brought 
your luggage here from the vessel at Lerwick, you were 
particularly anxious about the safety of your travelling 
writing-desk— the desk there on the table. Is there 
anything very valuable in it ? ” 

“It contains my money, and other things that I 
prize far more highly— my mother’s letters, and some 
family relics which I should he very sorry to lose. 
Besides, the desk itself has its own familiar interest as 
my constant travelling companion of many years past.” 

Miss Dunross rose, and came close to the chair in 
which I was sitting. 

“Let Mary’s flag be your constant travelling com- 
panion,” she said. “You have spoken far too gratefully 
of my services here as your nurse. Reward me beyond 
my deserts. Make allowances, Mr. Germaine, for the 
superstitious fancies of a lonely, dreamy woman. Pro- 
mise me that, the green flag shall take its place among 
the other little treasures in your desk ! ” 

It is needless to say that I made the allowances and 
gave the promise — gave it, resolving seriously to abide 
by it. For the first time since I had knoWn her, she put 
her poor wasted hand in mine, and pressed it for a 
moment. Acting heedlessly under my first grateful 
impulse, I lifted her hand to my lips, before I released 
it^She started — trembled — and suddenly and silently 
passed out of the room. 
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, ' CHAPTER XVII. 

SHE GOMES BETWEEN US. 

What emotion had I thoughtlessly aroused in Miss 
Duftross ? Had I offended or distressed her? Or had T, 
1 without meaning it, forced ou her inner knowledge some 
deeply seated feeling which she had thus far resolutely 
ignored? • 

I looked hack through the days of my sojourn in the 
house; I questioned my own feelings and impressions, 
<m the chance that they might servo me as a means of 
solving the mystery of her sudden flight from the room. 

What effect had she produced on me ? 

In plain truth, she had simply taken her place in my 
nflnd, to the exclusion of every other person and every 
other subject. In ten days she had takon a hold on my 
sympathies of which other women would have failed to 
possess themselves in as many years. I remembered, 
to my shame, that my mother had but seldom occupied 
my thoughts. Even the imago of Mrs. Van Brandt— 
except When the conversation had turned on her — had 
become a faint imago in my mind ! As to my friends at 
Lerwick, from Sir James downwards, they had all kindly 
come to see me — and I had secretly and ungratefully 
rejoiced when their departure left the scene free for the 
return of my nurse. In two days more the Government 
vessel was to sail on the return voyage. My wrist was 
still painful when I tried to use it ; but the far more 
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shore of the island ; and it offered, some pleasant view#' 
of the lake and the moorland country beyond. ’ Slowly 
pursuing my walk, I proposed to niyself to occupy nay 
mind to some useful purpose, by arranging beforehand 
the composition of the letter which Miss Dunross was 
to write. 

To my great surprise, I found it simply impossible 
to fix my attention on the subject. Try as I might, my 
thoughts persisted in wandering from the letter to my 
mother, and concentrated themselves instead — on Miss 
Dunross? No. On the question of my returning, ttt 
not retuming/to Perthshire by tho Government teasel'? 
No. By some capricious revulsion of feeling which it 
sejmed impossible to account for, my whole mind (now 
t*|t I wa& out of the atmosphere of tho darkened room) 

■v < orbed by the one subject which had been hitherto 
so strangely absent from it — the subject of Mrs. Van 
Brandi ! 

My memory went back, in defiance of all exercise 
of niyVpwn will, to my last interview with her. I saw 
her aniin ; I heard her again. I tasted once more the 
momentary rapture of our last kiss ; I felt once more 
the t pang of sorrow that wrung me when I had parted 
with “Her and found myself alone in the street. Tears— 
of wlfich I was ashamed, though nobody was near to 
see t|iem — filled my eyes when I thought of the months 
thara had passed since we had last looked on one 
another, and of all that she might have suffered, must 
brave suffered, in that time. Hundreds on hundreds 
| f miles were between ue — and yet she was now as. 
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near me as if she had been walking in the garden 
by my side! 

This strange condition of my mind was matched by 
an equally strange condition of my body. A mysterious 
trembling shuddered over me faintly from head to foot. 
I walked without feeling the ground as I trod on it ; I 
looked about me with no distinct consciousness of what 
the objects were on which my eyes rested. My hands 
were cold— and yet I hardly felt it. My head throbbed 
hotly — and yet I was not sensible of any pain. It 
deemed as if I was surrounded and enwrapped in some 
electric atmosphere, which altered all the drdinary condi- 
tions of sensation. I looked up at the cleab f calm sky, 
and wondered if a thunderstorm was coming. ^ stopped, 
and' buttoned my coat round me, and questioned mW;df 
if I had caught a cold, or if I was going to have »in Ver. 
The sun sank below tho moorland horizon; the grey 
twilight trembled over the dark waters of the la'ro. X* 
went back to the house ; and the vivid memory oi Mrs. 
Van Brandt, still in close companionship, went hack 
with me. 

The fire in my room had burnt low in my absence. 
One of the closed curtains had been drawn back a few 
inches, so as to admit through the window a ri>y of 
the dying light. Beyond the limit where the light 
was bounded by the obscurity which filled the reit of 
the room, I saw Miss Dunross seated, with her \ril 
drawn and her writing-case on her knee, waiting nJ 
return. 

I hastened to make my excuse?, I assured her t? °J \ 
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I bad been careful to tell the servant where to find me. 
She gently checked me, before I oould say more. 

“It’s not Peter’s fault,” she said. “I told him not 
to hurry your return to the houses Have yon enjoyed 
■syour walk ? 

She spoke very quietly. The faint, sad voice was 
fainter and sadder than ever. She kept her head bent ' 
over her writing-case, instead of turning it towards me 
as usual while we were talking. I still felt the mysterious 
trembling which’ had oppressed me in the garden. 
Drawing a chair near the fire, I stirred the embers 
together, and tried to warm myself. Our positions in 
the room left some little distance between us. I could 
only see her sideways, as she sat by the window in the 
sheltering darkness of the curtain which still remained 
drawn. 

“ I think I have been too Jong in the garden,” I said, 
“ I feel chilled by the cold evening air.” 

“ Will you have some more wood put on the fire ? ” 
she asked. “ Can I get you anything ? ” 

“ No, thank you. I shall do very well here. I see 
you are kindly ready to write for me.” 

“Yes,” she said, “at your own convenience. "When 
you are ready, my pen is ready.” 

The unacknowledged reserve that had come between 
us since we had last spoken together was, I believe, as 
painfully felt by her as by me. We were no doubt ■ 
longing to break through it on either side — if we had 
only known how. The writing of the letter would 
occupy us, at any rate. I made another effort to give 
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my mind to tho subject — and once more it -was an effort 
made in vain. Knowing what I wanted to say to my 
mother, my faculties seemed to be paralysed when I 
tried to say it. I sat cowering by the fire — and she sat 
waiting with her writing-case on her lap. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

SHE CLAIMS ME AGAIN. 

♦ 

Thb moments passed ; the silence between us continued 
Miss Dunross made an attempt to rouse me. 

“ Have you decided to go back to Scotland with your 
friends at Lerwick ? ” she asked. 

“It is no easy matter,” I replied, “to decide on 
leaving my friends in this house.” 

Her head drooped lower on her bosom; her voice 
sank as she answered me. 

“ Think of your mother,” she said. “ The first duty 
you owe is your duty to her. Your long absence is a 
heavy trial to her — your mother is suffering.” 

“ Suffering ? ” I repeated. “ Her letters say 
nothing ” 

“ You forget that you have allowed me to read her 
letters,” Miss Dunross interposed. “ I see the unwritten 
and unconscious confession of anxiety in every line that 
she writes to you. You know, as well as I do, that there 
is cause for her anxiety. Make her happy by telling her 
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that you sail for homo with your friends* Make her 
happier still by telling her that you grieve no more oyer 
the loss of Mrs. Van Brandt. May I write it, in you r 
name and in those words ? ” 

I felt the strangest reluctance to permit her to write 
in those terms, or in any terms, of Mrs. Van Brandt. 
The unhappy love-story of my manhood had never been 
a forbidden subject between ns on former occasions. 
Why did I feel as if it had become a forbidden subject 
now' ? Why did I evade giving her a direct reply ? 

“We have plenty of time before us,” I said. “I 
want to speak to you about yourself.’* 

. She lifted her hand in the obscurity that surrounded 
her, as if to protest against the topic to which I had 
returned. I persisted, nevertheless, in returning to it. 

“ If I must go back,” I went on, “I may venture to 
say to you, at parting, what I have not said yet. I can- 
nut, and will not, believe that you are an incurable 
invalid. My education, as I have told you, has been the 
eductaion of a medical man. I am well acquainted with 
some of the greatest living physicians, in Edinburgh, as 
well as in London. Will you allow me to describe your 
malady (as I understand it) to men who are accustomed 
to treat cases of intricate nervous disorder ? And will 
you let mo write and tell you the result? ” 

I waited for her reply. Neither by word nor sign 
did she encourage the idea of any future communication 
•with her. I ventured to suggest another motive which 
might induce her to receive a letter from me. 

“ In any case, I may find it necessary to write to 
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you/' I went on. “ You firmly believe that I and my 
little Mary are destined to meet again. If your anticipa- 
tions are realized, you will expect me to tell you of it, 
surely?” 

Once more I waited. She spoke — but it was not to ' 
reply : it was only to change the subject. 

“The time is passing,” was all she said. “We have 
not begun your letter to your mother yet.” 

It would have been cruel to contend with her any 
longer. Her voice warned me that she was suffering. 
The faint gleam of light through the parted curtains was 
fading fast. It was time, indeed, to write the letter. I 
could find other opportunities of speaking to her before I 
left the house. 

“ I am ready,” I answered. “ Let us begin.” 

The first sentence was easily dictated to my patient 
secretary. I informed my mother that my sprained 
wrist was nearly restored to use, and that nothing 
prevented my leaving Shetland, when the lighthouse 
commissioner was ready to return. This was all that it 
was necessary to say on the subject of my health ; the 
disaster of my re-opened wound having been, for obvious 
reasons, concealed from my mother’s knowledge. Miss 
DunrosB silently wrote the opening linos of the letter, 
and waited for the words that were to follow. 

In my next sentence I announced the date at which 
the vessel was to sail on the return voyage ; and I men- 
tioned the period at which my mother might expect to 
see me, weather permitting. Those words also Miss 
Dunross wrote — and waited again. I set myself to con- 
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eider what I should say next. To my surprise and 
alarm, I found it impossible to fix my mind on the sub- ' 
ject. My thoughts wandered away from my letter, in 
the strangest manner, to Mrs. Van Brandt. I was 
ashamed of myself; I was angry with myself — I resolved, 
no matter what I said, that I would positively finish the 
letter. No ! try as I might, the utmost effort of my will 
availed me nothing. Mrs. Van Brandt’s words at our 
last interview were murmuring in my ears — not a word 
of my own would come to me ! 

Miss Dunross laid down her pen, and slowly turned 
her head to look at me. 

“ Surely you have something more to add to your 
letter ?” she said. 

“ Certainly,” I answered. “ I don’t know what is the 
matter with me. The effort of dictating seems to be 
beyond my power this evening.” 

“ Can I help you V ” she asked. 

I gladly accepted the suggestion. “ There are many 
things,” I said, “which my mother would be glad to 
hear, if I was not too stupid to think of them. I am 
sure I may trust your sympathy to think of them for 
me.” 

That rash answer offered Miss Dunross the oppor- 
tunity of returning to the subject of Mrs. Yan Brandt, 
She seized the opportunity with a woman’s persistent 
resolution when she has her end in view, and is deter- 
mined to reach it at all hazards. 

“You have not told your mother yet,” she said, 
“that your infatuation for Mrs. Van Brandt is at an 
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end. Will you put it in your own words ? Or shall I 
write it for you, imitating your language as well as I 
can ? ” 

In the state of my mind at that moment, her per- 
severance conquered me. I thought to myself indolently, 
“ If I say No, she will only return to the subject again, 
and she will end (after all I owe to her kindness) in 
making me say Yes.” Before I could answer her, she 
had realized my anticipations. She returned to the sub- 
ject ; and she made me say Yes. 

“ "What does your silence mean ?” she said. “ Do you 
ask me to help you — and do you refuse to accept the 
first suggestion I offer ? ” 

“ Take up your pen,” I rejoined. “It shall be as you 
wish.” 

“ Will you dictate the words ? ” 

“I will try." 

I tried ; and, this time, I succeeded. With the image 
of Mrs. Van Brandt vividly present to my mind, I 
arranged the first words of the sentence which was to 
tell my mother that my “infatuation ” was at an end! 

“ You will be glad to hear,” I began, “that time and 
change are doing their good work.” 

Miss Dunross wrote the words, and paused in antici- 
pation of the next sentence. The light faded and faded ; 
the room grew darker and darker. I went on : — 

“ I hope I shall cause you no more anxiety, my dear 
mother, on the subject of Mrs. Van Brandt.” 

In the deep silence I could hear the pen of my 
secretary, travelling steadily over the paper, while it 
wrote those words. 
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“ Have you written ? ” I asked, as the sound of the 
pen ceased. 

"I have written,” she answered, in her customary 
quiet tones. 

I went on again with my letter. 

“ The days pass now, and I seldom or never think of 
her ; 1 hope I am resigned at last to the loss of Mrs. Van 
Brandt.” 

As I reached the end of the sentence, I heard a faint 
cry from Miss Dunross. Looking instantly towards her, 
I could just see, in the deepening darkness, that her head 
had fallen on the hack of the chair. My first impulse 
was, of oourse, to rise and go to her. I had barely got 
to my feet, when some indescribable dread paralysed 
mo on the instant. Supporting myself against the 
chimney-piece, I stood perfectly incapable of advancing 
a step. The effort to speak was the one effort that I 
could make. 

“ Are you ill ? ” I asked. 

She was able to answer me ; speaking in a whisper, 
without raising her head. 

“ I am frightened,” she said. 

“ What has frightened you? ” 

I heard her shudder in the darkness. Instead of 
answering me, she whispered to herself, “ What am I to 
say to him ? ” 

“ Tell me what has frightened you,” I repeated. 
“ You know you may trust me with the truth.” 

She rallied her sinking strength. She answered in 
these strange words : — 11 
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“ Something has come between me and the letter that 
I am writing for you.” 

“ What is it ? ” 

■ “ I can’t tell you.” 

“ Can you see it ? ” 

“No.” 

“ Can you feel it ? ” 

“Yes!” 

“ What is it like ? " 

“Like a breath of cold air between me and the 
letter.” 

“ Has the window come open ? ” 

“The windotf is close shut.” 

“ And the door ? ” 

“ The door is shut also — as well as I can see. Make 
sure of it for yourself. Where are you ? What are you 
doing ? ” 

I was looking towards the window. As she spoke her 
last words, I was conscious of a change in that part of 
the room. 

In the gap between the parted curtains there was a 
new light shining — not the dim, grey twilight of Nature, 
but a pure and starry radiance, a pale, unearthly light. . 
While I watched it, the starry radiance quivered as 
if some breath of air had stirred it. When it was still 
again, there dawned on me through the unearthly lustre 
the figure of a woman. By fine and slow gradations, it 
became more and more, distinct. I knew the noble 
figure ; 1 knew the sad and tender smile. For the 
second time I stood in the presence of the apparition of 
:MKjS; i Yan.'Bj^andt. 
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Site was robed, not as I bad last seen her, but in the 
dress which she had worn on the memorable evening 
when we met on the bridge — in the dress in which she 
had first appeared to me, by the waterfall in Scotland. 
The starry light shone round her like a, halo. She 
looked at mo with sorrowful and pleading eyes, as she 
had looked when I saw the apparition of her in the 
B umm er-hou.se. She lifted her hand — not beckoning me 
to approach her as before, but gently signing to me to 
remain where I stood. 

I waited — feeling awe, but no fear. My heart was 
all hers as I looked at her. 

She moved ; gliding from the window to the chair in 
which Miss Dunross sat ; winding her way slowly round 
it, until she stood at the back. By the light of the pale 
halo that encircled the ghostly Presence, and moved 
with it, I could see tire dark figure of the living woman, 
seated immovable in the chair. The -writing-case was 
on her lap, with the letter and the pen lying on it. Her 
arms hung helpless at her sides ; her veiled head was 
' now bent forward. She looked as if she bad been 
petrified in the act of trying to rise from her seat. . 

A moment passed — and X saw the ghostly Presence 
stoop over the living woman. It lifted the writing-case 
from her lap. It rested the writing-case on her shoulder. 
Its white fingers took the pen, and wrote on the un- 
finished letter. It put the writing-case back on the lap 
of the living woman. Still, standing behind the chair, 
it turned towards me. It looked„at me once more. And 
now it beckoned — beckoned to mfe to approach. 
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Moving ■without conscious will of my own, as I had 
moved when I first saw her in the Bummer-house — 
drawn nearer and nearer by an irresistible power — I 
approached, and stopped within a few paces of her. She 
advanced, mid laid her hand on my bosom. Again I 
Mt those strangely mingled sensations of rapture and 
awe, which had once before filled mo when I was con- 
scious, spiritually, of her touch. Again she spoke, in 
the low, melodious tones which I recalled so well. Again 
she said the words: “Remember me. Come to me.” 
Her hand dropped from my bosom. The pale light in 
which she stood quivered, sank, vanished. I saw the 
twilight glimmering between the curtains — and I saw no 
more. She had spoken. She had gone. 

I was near Miss Dunross — near enough, when I put 
out my hand, to touch her. 

She started and shuddered, like a woman suddenly 
awakened from a dreadful dream. 

“ Speak to me ! ” she whispered. “ Let me know 
that it is you who touched me.” 

I spoke a few composing words before I questioned 
her. 

“ Have you seen anything in the room ? ” 

She answered, “I have been filled with a deadly 
fear. X have seen nothing but the writing-case lifted 
from my lap.” 

“ Did you Bee the hand that lifted it ? ” 

“No.” 

“ Did you see a starry light, and a figure standing in 
the light?” . 
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' “No,” 

“ Did you see the •writing-case after it was lifted fronj 
your lap ? ” 

“ I saw it resting on my shoulder/’ 

“ Did you see writing on the letter, which was not 
your writing ? ” 

“I saw as darker shadow on the paper than the 
shadow in which I am sitting/’ 

“Did it move?” 

“ It moved across the paper/ 

“ In what direction did it move ? * 

“From right to left.” 

“ As a pen moves in writing ? ” 

“ Yes. As a pen moves in writing.” 

“ May I take the letter ? ” 

Stop handed it to me. 

“May I light a candle ? ” 

She drew her veil more closely over her faee, and 
bowed in silence. 

I lit the candle on the mantel-piece behind her, and 
looked for the writing. 

There, on the blank space in the letter— as I had 
seen it before on the blank space in the sketch-book — 
there were the written words which the ghostly Presence 
had left bohind it ; arranged onee more in two lines, as I 
copy them here — 

At the Month’s end. 

In the shadow on St. Path/s. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

THE KISS 

Sun had need of me again. She had claimed me again. 
X felt all the old love, all the old devotion, owning her 
power once more. Whatever had mortified or angered 
me at onr last interview was forgiven and forgotten now. 
My whole being still thrilled with the mingled awe and 
rapture of beholding the Vision of her that had come to 
me for the second time. The minutes passed— and I 
stood by tho fire like a man entranced ; thinking only of 
her spoken words, “ Remember me. Come to me ; ” 
looking only at her mystic writing, “At the month’s end. 
In the shadow of St. Paul’s.” 

The month’s end was still far off ; the apparition of 
her had shown itsolf to me, under some subtle prevision 
of trouble that was still in the future. Ample time was 
before me for the pilgrimage to which I was self-dedicated 
already — my pilgrimage to the shadow of St. Paul’s. 

Other men, in my position, might have hesitated as 
to the right understanding of the place to which they 
wore bidden. Other men might have wearied their 
memories by recalling the churches, the institutions, the 
streets, the towns in foreign countries, all consecrated to 
Christian reverence by the great Apostle’s name, and 
might have fruitlessly asked themselves in which direc- 
tion they were first to turn their steps. No such diffi- 
culty troubled me. My first conclusion was the one 
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conclusion that was acceptable to my mind. “St?. 
Paul’s” meant the famous Cathedral of Irtajido©. , IVheiM! 
the shadow of the great church fell, there, at the month’s 
end, I should find her, or the trace of her. Ip Lendoh 
once more, and nowhere else, I was destined to see ihe 
woman I loved, in the living body, as certainly as I had 
just seen her in the ghostly presence. • - '/ • ■ . 

Who could interpret the mysterious sympathiesvthat 
still united us, in defiance of di8tance, Sn defiaakeof 
time? Who could predict to what end ©ur liVee were, 
tending in the years that were to come ? 

Those questions were still present to my thoughts; 
my eyes were still fired on the mysterious writing — when 
I became instinctively aware of the strange silence in 
the room. Instantly, the*lost remembrance of Misa 
Dunross came back to me. Stung by my own sense of 
self-reproach, I> turned with a start, and looked towards 
her chair by the window.' , • .? 

The chair was empty. ; I was alone in the room. 

Why had she left me secretly, without a word of fare-' 
well? Because she was suffering, in mind or body? 
Or because she resented, naturally resented; my neglect 
of her? " ’ 

) The bare suspicion that I had given hur; pain was 
intolerable to ine. I rang the bell, to make inquiries. ; 

The bell was answered, not as usualbythe silent 
servant Peter, but by a womaii of middle age, very 'quietly 
and neatly dressed, whom I had once or twiee met on 
I the way to and' from my room, and of whoso: asset posi* 
tion in the house I was still ignorant. ;• ; 
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" Do you Irish to flee Peter ? ” she asked, 

“ No. I wish to know where Miss DunroBS is.” 

M Miss Dunross is in her room. She has sent me to 
yoa with this letter.” 

* I took the letter, feeling some surprise and uneasiness. 
It was the first time Miss Dunross had communicated 
With me in that formal way. I tried to gain further 
information by questioning her messenger. 

. “Are yon Miss Dunross’s maid P " I asked. 

“ I have served Miss DnnroBB for many years,” was 
the answer, spoken very ungraciously. 

“Do you think she would receive me, if I sent yon 
with a message to her ? ” 

“I can’t say, sir. The letter may tell you. You will 
do well to read the letter.” 

We looked at each other. The woman’s pre-eon- 
oeived impression of me was evidently an unfavourable 
one. Had I indeed pained or offended Miss Dunross? 
And had the servant — perhaps the faithful servant who 
loved her— discovered and resented it? The woman 
frowned as she looked at me. It would be a mere waste 
of words to persist in questioning her. I let her go. 

Deft by myself again, I read the letter. It began, 
Without any form of address, in these lines 

“I write, instead of speaking to you, because my 
eeM-control has already been severely tried, and I am 
hot strong enough to bear more. For my father’s sake 
—not for my own— I must take all the care I can of the 
little health, that I have left. 

“ Fitting together what you have told mo of the 

* 
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visionary creature whom yon saw in the jmmmejvhouge 
in Scotland, and what yon said when yon questioned me 
in your room a little while since, I cannot fail to infer 
that the same Vision has shown itself to you, for the 
second time. The fear that 1 felt, the strange things 
that I saw (or thought I saw), may have been imperfect 
reflections in my mind of what was passing in yoturs, J 
do not stop to inquire whether we are both the victims 
of a delusion, or whether we are the chosen recipients of 
a supernatural communication. The result, in either 
case, is enough for me. You are once more under the 
influence of Mrs. Van Brandt. I will not trust myself t© 
tell you of the anxieties and forebodings by which I am 
oppressed: I will only acknowledge that my one hope for 
you is in your speedy re-union with the worthier object 
of your constancy and devotion. I still believe, and am 
consoled in believing, that you and your first love will 
meet again. 

“ Saving written so far, I leave the subject— not to 
return to it, except in my own thoughts.* 

‘‘The necessary preparations for your departure 
to-morrow are all made. Nothing remains bat to wish 
you a safe and pleasant journey home. Do not, 1 
cn’areat you, think me insensible of what X owe to you 
if I say my farewell words here. 

“The little services which you have allowed me 
to render you have brightened the Closing days of my 
life. You have left me a treasury of happy memories, 
which I shall hoard, when you are gone, With miserly, 
care. „ Are you willing to add new claims to my grateful 
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remembrance ? I ask it of you as a last favour — do not 
attempt to see me again! Do not expect me to take 
a personal leave of you ! The saddest of all words is 
‘ 0ood4>ye:’ I have fortitude enough to write it, and 
no more. God preserve and prosper you— farewell ! 

‘‘One more request. I beg that you will not forget 
what you promised me, when I told you my foolish fancy 
about the green flag. Wherever you go, let Mary’s 
keepsake go with you. No written answer is accessary < 
—I would rather not receive it. Look up, when you 
leave the house to-morrow, at the centre window over 
the doorway— that will be answer enough.” 

To say that these melancholy lines brought the tears 
into my eyes, is only to acknowledge that I had sympa- 
thies which could be touched. When I had in some 
degree recovered my composure, the impitee which 
urged me to write to Miss Dunross was too strong to 
be resisted. I did not trouble her with a long letter— 

I only entreated her to reconsider her decision, with all 
the art of persuasion which I could summon to help 
me. The answer was brought back by the servant who 
waited on Miss Dunross, in three resolute words— “It 
cannot he.” This time the woman spoke out before^ 
she left me. “ If you have any regard for my mistress,” 
Z "**• -to 1« -to to you .ogam." 

She looked at me with a last lowering frown, and left 
the room. 

It is needless to say that the faithful servant’s words 
only increased my anxiety to see Miss Dunross once 
more before we parted -perhaps for ever. My one last 
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hope of success in attaining this object lay in approach- 
ing her indirectly, through the intercession of her father. ,, 

I sent Peter to inquire if I might be permitted to pay 
my respects to his master that evening. My messenger !. 
returned with an answer which was a new disappoint- 
ment to me. Mr. Dunross begged that I would excuse 
him if he deferred the proposed interview until the next 
morning. The next meaning was the morning of my 
departure. Did the message mean that he had no w&h 
to see me again until the time had come to take leave ‘ 
of him? I inquired of Peter whether his master was 
particularly occupied that evening. He was unable to 
tell me. “ The Master of Books ” was not in his study 
as usual. When he sent his message to me, he was 
sitting by the sofa in liis daughter’s room. 

Having answered in those terms, the man left me 
by myself until the next morning. I do, not wish my 
bitterest enemy a sadder time in his life than the time 
I passed on the last night of my residence under Mr. 
Dunross’s roof. 

After walking to and fro in the room until I was 
wearj’, I thought of trying to divert my mind from the 
sad thoughts that oppressed it, by reading. The one 
candle which I had lit failed to sufficiently illuminate 
the room. Advancing to the mantel-piece to light the 
second candle which stood there, I noticed the unfinished 
letter tc my mother lying where I had placed it when 
Miss Dunross’s servant first presented herself before me. 
Having lit the second candle, I took up the letter to put 
it away among my other papers. Doing this (while my 
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thoughts were still dwelling on Hiss Dunross), I me* 
chanically looked at the letter again — and instantly 
discovered a Change in it. 

The written characters traced by, the hand of the 
apparition had vanished ! Below the last lines written 
by Hiss Dunross, nothing met my eye now but the blank 
white paper ! 

My first impulse was to look at my watch. 

When the ghostly Presence had written in my sketch- 
book, the characters had disappeared after an interval 
of three hours. On this occasion, as nearly as I could 
calculate, the writing had vanished in one hour only. 

Beverting to the conversation which I had held with 
Mrs. Van Brandt when we met at St. Anthony’s Well, 
and to the discoveries which followed at a later period 
of my life, I can only repeat that she had again bean 
the subject of a trance or dream, when the apparition 
of her showed itself to me for the second time. As 
before, she had freely trusted me and freely appealed 
'to me to help her, in the dreaming state, whon her spirit 
was free to recognize my spirit. When she had come 
to herself, after an interval of an hour, she had again 
felt ashamed of the familiar manner in which she had 
communicated with me in the trance ; had again uncon- 
sciously counteracted by her waking will the influence 
of her sleeping will ; and had thus caused the writing 
once more to disappear, in an hour from the moment 
when the pen had traced (or seemed to trace) it. 

This is still the one explanation that 1 can offer. At 
the time when the incident happened, I was far from 
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being folly admitted to ' the confidence^ Ms**- ,¥aa'' 
Brandt ; and I was necessarily meapal4e <>f arriviiig 
any solution of the mystery, tight or wrong. I could 
only put away the letter, doubting vaguely whether my 
own senses had not deceived me. After the distressing 
thoughts which Mss Dunross’s letter had rousedinmy 
mind, I was in no humour to employ nsy ingenuity in 
finding a clue to the mystery oftbe vanished wilting,. 


My nerves were irritated ; I felt a sense <*f angry dipeon- , 
tent with myself and with others. “ Go where I way ";, 
(I thought impatiently), ‘‘the disturbing influence 
women seems to be the only influence that I am fated * 
to feel.” As I still paced backwards and forwards mmy ; 
room — it was useless to think^now of fixing my atten- 
tion on a book, — I fancied I understood the motives 
iffhich made men as young as I was retire to end their 
lives in a monastery. I drew aside the window curtaine, 
and looked out. The only prospect that met my view 
was the black gulf of darkness in which the lake lay 
hidden. I could see nothing; I could do nothing; I eould 
think of nothing. The one alternative before me was 
the alternative of trying to sleep. My medical know- 
ledge told me plainly that natural sleep was, in my 
nervous condition, one of the unattainable luxuries of 
life, for that night. The medicine-chest which Mr. 
Dunross had placed at my disposal remained in the 
room. I mixed for myself a strong sleeping draught, 
and sullenly took refuge from my troubles in bed. 

It is a peculiarity of most of the soporific drugs that 
they not only act in a totally different manner on dif- 
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Cerent constitutions, but that they are not even to be 
depended on to act always in the same manner on the 
same person. I had taken care to extinguish the candles 
before I got into my bed. U.nder ordinary circum- 
stances, after I had lain quietly in the. darkness for half 
an hour, the draught that I had taken would have sent 
me to sleep. In the present state of my nerves the 
draught stupefied me, and did no more. 

Hour after hour I lay perfectly still, with my eyes 
closed, in the semi-sleeping, semi- wakeful state which is 
so curiously characteristic of ' the ordinary repose of a 
dog. As the night wore on, such a sense of heaviness 
oppressed any eyelids that it was literally impossible for 
me to open them — such a masterful languor possessed 
all my muscles that I could no more move on my pillow 
than if I had been a corpse,' And yet, in this somnolent 
condition, my mind was able to pursue lazy trains of 
pleasant thought. My sense of hearing was <so acute 
that it caught the faintest sounds made by the passage of 
the night breeze through the rushes of the lake. Inside 
my bedchamber, I was even more keenly sensible of 
those weird night noises in the heavy furniture of a 
room, of those sudden settlements of extinct coals in the 
grate, so familiar to bad sleepers, so startling’ to over- 
wrought nerves ! It is not a scientifically, correct state- 
ment, but it exactly describes my condition, that night, 
to say that one half of me was asleep and the other half 
awake. 

How many hours of the night had passed, when my 
irritable sense of hearing became aware of a new sound 
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in the room, I cannot tell. I can only Mate that I 
found myself on a sudden listening intently, with last- , 
dosed eyes. The sound that disturbed me was the 7 
faintest sound imaginable, as of something soft and light, 
travelling slowly #ver the surface of the carpet, and 
brushing it just loud enough to be heard. 

Little by little, the sound came nearer and nearer to 
my bed, and then suddenly stopped just as I fancied it 
was close by me. 

I still lay immovable, with closed eyes ; drowsily 
waiting for tho next sound that might reach my ears ; 
drowsily content "with the silence, if the Bilenoe con- 
tinued. My thoughts (if thoughts they could called) 
wore drifting back again into their former course, when 
I became suddenly conscious of soft breathing just above 
me. • The next moment I felt a touch on my forehead — 
light, soft, tremulous, like the touch of lips that had 
kissed me» There was a momentary pause. Then, a' 
low sigh trembled through the silence. Then, 1 heard 
again the still, small sound of something brushing its 
way over the carpet, travelling this time from my bed, 
and moving so rapidly that in a moment more it was 
lost in the silence of the night. 

Still stupefied by the drug that I had taken, I could 
lazily wonder jj^^^had happened, and I could do no 
more. Hadl^^Wfps really touched me? Was the 
sound that I had heard really the sound of a sigh ? Or 
was it all delusion, beginning and ending in a dream ? 
The time passed without my deciding, or caring to 
decide, those questions. Minute by minute, the com- 
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posing influence of the draught began at last to 
strengthen its hold on my brain. A cloud seemed to 
pass softly over my last waking impressions. One ate 
another the ties broke gently that held me to conscious 
life. I- drifted peacefully into perfect sjeep. 

Shortly after sunrise I awoke. When I regained the 
use of my memory, my first clear recollection was the 
recollection of the soft breathing which I had felt above 
me— then of the touch on my forehead, and of the sigh 
which I had heard after it. Was it possible that some 
one had entered my room in the night ? It was quite 
possible. I had not locked the- door — I had never been 
in the habit of locking the door during my residence 
under Mr. Dunross’s roof. < 

After thinking it over a little, I rose to examine my 
room. 

Nothing in the shape of a discovery rewarded me, 
until I reached the door. Though I had not locked it 
overnight, I had certainly satisfied myself that it was 
closed before I went to bed. It was now ajar. Had it 
opened again, through being imperfectly shut ? or had i 
person, after entering and leaving my room, forgotten to 
close it ? 

Accidentally looking downwards while I was weighing 
these probabilities, I noticed a small bM object on the 
carpet, lying just under the key, on the inner side of the 
the door. I picked the thing up, and found that it was 
a torn morsel of black lace. 

The instant I saw the fragment, I was reminded of 
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the long Mack veil, hanging below her waist* Which 
it was the habit of Miss Dunross to wear. Was it fie# 
dress, then, that I had heard softly travelling over the* 
carpet ; her kiss that had touched my forehead ; her sigh 
that had trembled through the silence ? Had the ill- 
fated and noble creature taken her last leave of me in the 
dead of night ; trusting the preservation of her secret to 
the deceitful appearances which persuaded her that I 
was asleep ? I looked again at the fragment of black 
lace. Her long veil might easily have been caught and 
torn, by the projecting key, as she passed rapidly through 
the door on her way out of my room. Sadly and 
reverently I laid the morsel of lace among the treasured 
memorials which I had brought with me from home. 
To the end of her life, I vowed it, she should be left 
undisturbed in the belief that her secret was safe in her 
own breast! Ardently as I still longed to take her hand 
at parting* I now resolved to make no further effort to 
see her. I might not be master of my own emotions; 
something in my face or in my manner might betray 
me to her quick and delicate perception. Knowing 
Vhat I now knew, the last sacrifice I could make to hey 
would be to obey her wishes. X made the sacrifice. 

In an hour more Peter informed me that the ponies 
were at the door, and that the Master was waiting for 
me in the outer hall. 

I noticed that Mr. Dunross gave me biB hand, with- ' 
out looking at me. His faded blue eyes, during the few 
minutes while we were together, were not once raised 
from the ground. 
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God spoed yoti on your journey, sir, and guide you , 
safely home,” be said. “I beg you to for^ve me rf I 
fail to accompany you on tbe first few miles of yo 
journey. There are reasons which oblige me to remain 

with my daughter in the house.” 

He was scrupulously, almost painfully, courteous— 
but there was something in his manner which, for the 
first time in my experience, seemed designedly to eep 
me at a distance from him. Knowing the intimate 
sympathy, the perfect confidence, which existed between 
the father and daughter, a doubt crossed my mind 
whether the secret of the past night was entirely a secret 
to Mr. Dunross. His next words set that doubt at refit, 

and allowed me the truth. 

In thanking him for Ms good wishes, I attempted 
also to express to him (and through hxm to Miss Dunross) 
my sincere sense of gratitude for the kindness which I 
received nnder hi. root He .topped me, politely 
ond resolutely ; speaking w® « «"“* prec.se 
choice of language which I had remarked a. oharao- 

teristic of him at our first interview. 

.. It is in your power, sir,” he said, " to return any 
obligation which you may think you hare incurred on 
leaving my house. If you will be pleased to consider y our 
residence here as an unimportant episode in your life, 
nhich ends — absolutely onds-with your departure you 
will more than repay any kindness that you may have 
received si my guost. In saying this, I speak under 'a 
sense of duty wMch does entire justice to you as a 
.cntleman and a man of honour. I am sure I may 
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trust to your discretion, not to misjudge myffiotives, If 4 
1 abstain from explaining myself any further.” ‘ v 

A faint colour flushed his pal© cheeks. He waited, 
with a certain proud resignation, for my reply. I 
respected her secret, respected it more resolutely than 
ever* before her father. 

“ After all that I owe to you, sir,” I answered, “ your 
wishes are my commands.” Saying that, and Saying 
no more, I bowed to him with marked respect, and left 
the house. 

Mounting my pony at the door, I looked up at the 
centre window, as she had hidden me. It was open ; 
but dark curtains, jealously closed, kept out the light 
from the room within. At the sound of the pony’s hoofs 
on the rough island road, as* the animal moved, the 
curtains were parted for a few inches only. Through 
the gap in the dark draperies, a wan white hand, 
appeared ; _ waved tremulously a last farewell; and 
vanished from my view. The curtains closod again on 
her dark and solitary life. The dreary wind sounded its 
long, low dirge over the rippling waters of the lake. The 
ponies took their places in the ferry-boat which was 
kept for the passage of animals to and from the island. 
■With slow, regular strokes the men rowed us to the main- 
land, and took their leave. I looked back at the distant 
house. I . thought of her in the dark room, waiting 
patiently for death. Burning tears blinded me. The 
guide took my bridle in his hand. 

“You’re not well, sir,” he said; “I will lead the 
pony.” 
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t When 1 looked again at the landscape round. me, are 
had descended in the interval from the higher ground to 
the lower. The house and the lake had disappeared, 
to be seen no more. 


CHAPTEB XX. 

IN THE SHADOW OF SAINT PAUL’S. 

I w ten days I was at home again —and my mother’s 
arms were pound me. 

I had left her for my sea voyage very unwillingly — 
seeing that she was in delicate health. On my return, I 
was grieved to observe a change for the worse, for which 
her letters had not prepared me. Consulting our medical 
Mend Mr. MacGlue, I found that he too had noticed my 
mother's failing health, but that he attributed it to an 
easily removable cause — to the climate of Scotland. My 
brother’s childhood and early life had been passed on the 
southern shores of England. The change to the raw, 
keen air of the north had been a trying change to a 
person at her age. In Mr. MacGlue’s opinion, the Wise 
course „to take would be to return to the south before the 
Itortumn was tether advanced, and to make our arrange- 
ments for passing the coming winter at Penzance or 
Torquay. 

Besolved as I was to keep the mysterious appoint- 
ment which summoned me to London at the month’s end, 
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Mr. MacGlue’s suggestion met with no ©ppositifla <amy 
part, It had, to my mind, the great inait of obviating 
the necessity of a second separation from my molibwM 
assuming that she approved of the doctor's adneo r I 
put the question to her the same day. To my infinite 
relief she was not only ready, but eager, to talks the 
journey to the south. The season had been unusually 
wot, even for Scotland ; and my mother reluctantly con- 
fessed that she “did feci a certain longing” for the 
mild air and genial sunshine of the Devonshire coast. 

We arranged to travel in our own comfortable 
carriago by post — resting of course at inns on the to ad 
at night. In the days before railways it was no easy 
matter for an invalid to travel from Perthshire to London 
— even With a light carnage and* four horses. Calculat- 
ing our rate of progress from the date of our departure, 
I found that we had just time, and no more, to reach 
London on the last day of the month. • \ 

I shall say nothing of the secret anxieties which 
weighed on my mind, under these circumstances* 
Happily for me, on every account, ray mother’s strength 
held out. The easy, and fas we then thought) the rapid 
rate of travelling, had its invigorating effect on her 
' nerves. She slept Letter when we rested for the night 
th$a she had slept at home. After twice being delayed 
on the road, we arrived in Loudon at three o’clock an 
the afternoon of the last day of the month, Had X 
reached my destination in time ? 

As I interpreted the writing of the apparition, I had 
still some hours at my disposal. The phrase, ’“at the 
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month’s end,” meant, as I understood it, at the last hour 
of the last day of the month. If I took up my position 
“under the shadow of St. Paul’s” (say) at ten that 
night, I should arrive at the place of meeting with two 
hours to spare, before the last stroke of the clock marked 
the beginning of the new month. 

'At half-past nine, I left my mother to rest after her 
long journey, and privately quitted the house. Before 
ten, I was at my post. The night was fine and clear ; 
and the huge shadow of the cathedral marked distinctly 
the limits within which I had been bidden to wait, on 
the watch for events. 

The great clock of St. Paul’s struck ten — and nothing 
happened. 

The next hour passed very slowly. I walked* up and 
down; at one time absorbed in my own thoughts; at 
another, engaged in watching the gradual diminution in 
the number of foot passengers who passed me as the 
night advanced. The City (as it is called) is the most 
populous part of London in the daytime. But, at night, 
when it ceases to be the centre of commerce, its busy 
population melts away, and the empty streets assume 
the appearance of a remote and deserted quarter of the 
metropolis. As the half-hour after ten struck — then the 
quarter to eleven — then the hour — the pavement steadily 
became more and more deserted. I could count the foot 
passengers now by twos and threes ; and I could sec the 
places of public refreshment within my view beginning 
already to close for the night. 

I looked at the clock : it pointed to ten minutes past 
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eleven. At that hour, could I hope to meet Ato. .Vaa 
Brandi alone, in the public street ? 

The more X thought of it, the less likely such an event 
seemed to be. The more reasonable probability was 
that I might meet her once more, accompanied by some 
friend — perhaps under the escort of Van Brandt himself. 
I wondered whether I should preserve my self-control, in 
the presence of that man, for the second time. 

While my thoughts were still pursuing this direction, 
my attention was recalled to passing events by a sad 
little voice, putting a strange little question close at my. 
side. 

“ If you please, sir, do you know where I can find a 
chemist’s shop open at this time of night ? ” 

I looked round, and discovered a poorly clad little 
boy, with a basket over his arm, and a morsel of paper 
in his hand. 

“ The chemists’ shops are all shut,” I said. “ If you 
want any medicine, you must ring the night-bell.” 

“I dursn’t do it, sir,” replied the small stranger. “I 
am such a little boy, I’m afraid of their beating me if I 
ring them up out of their beds, without somebody to 
k speak for me.” 

The little creature looked at me under the street lamp 
with such a forlorn experience of being beaten for trifling 
offences in his face, that it was impossible to resist the 
impulse to help him. 

“Is it a serious case of illness ? ” I said. 

“ I don’t know, sir,” 

" Have you got a doctor’s prescription ? w 
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He held out his morsel of paper. 

“ I have got this,” he said. 

I took the paper from him, and looked at it. 

It was an ordinary prescription for a tonie mixture. 
I looked first at the doctor’s signature : it was the name 
of a perfectly obscure person in the profession. Below 
it was written the name of the patient for whom the 
medicine had beon prescribed. I started as I read it. 
The name was “ Mrs. Brand.” 

The idea instantly struck me that this (so far »as 
sound went, at any rate) was the English equivalent of 
Brandt. 

“ Do you know the lady who sent you for the -medi- 
cine ? ” I asked. 

“ Oh, yes, sir ! She lodges with mother — and she 
owes for rent. I have done everything she told me 
except getting the physic.- I’ve pawned her ring, and 
I’ve bought the bread and butter and eggs, and I've taken 
care of the change. Mother looks to the change for her 
rent. It isn’t my fault, sir, that I've lost myself. I am 
but ten years old — and all the chemists’ shops are 
shut up ! ” 

Here my little friend’s sense of his unmerited misfor- 
tunes overpowered him, and he began to cry. 

*• Don’t cry, my man ! ” I said : “ I’ll help you. Tell 
me something more about the lady first. Is she alone?” 

“ She’s got her little girl with her, Bir.” 

My heart quickened its beat. The boy’s answer 
reminded me of that other little girl whom my mother 
had once seen. 
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“ Is the lady’s husband with her ? ” Tasked next. 

“ No, sir — not now. He was with her ; but he went 
away — and he hasn’t come back yet.” 

I put a last conclusive question. 

“ Is her husband an Englishman ? ” I inquired. : 

“ Mother says he is a foreigner,” the boy answered. 

I turned away to hide my agitation. Even the child 
might have noticed it. . 

Passing under the name of “Mrs. Brand”— poor, bo 
poor that she was obliged to pawn her ring— left ; by a 
man who was a foreigner, alone with her little girl — was 
I on the trace of her at that moment ? Was this lost 
child destined to be the innocent meanB of leading me* 
back to the woman I loved, in her direst need of sympathy 
and help ? The more I thought of it, the more strongly 
the idea of returning with the boy to the house in which 
his mother’s lodger lived, fastened itself on my mind* 
The clock struck the quarter past eleven. If my 
anticipations ended in misleading me, I had still three 
quarters of an hour to spare before the month reached 
its end. 

“ Where do you live ? ” I asked. 

, The boy mentioned a street, the name of which I 
then heard for the first time. All he could say, when I 
asked for further particulars, was that ho lived close by 
the river — in which direction he was too confused and 
too frightened to be able to tell me. 

While we were still trying to understand each other, 
a cab passed slowly at some little distance. I hailed the 
man, and mentioned the name of the street to him. He 



| > ( 1 ‘ff ' * • v " . 

238 * TEE TWO DESTINIES. 

knew it perfectly well. - The street was rather more - 
than a mile away from us, in an easterly direction. He 
undertook to drive me there, apd to bring me back to bt., 
Paul’s (if necessary) in less than twenty minutes. I 
opened the door of the cab, and told my little friend to 

get In. The boy hesitated. ", . 

“ Are we going to the chemist’s, if you please, six ? 

he asked. , 

“ jjo. You are going home first, with me. 

The boy began to cry again. 

“Mother will beat me, sir, if I go back without fee 


medicine.’* 

, “ i w ai take care that your mother doesn’t beat you. 

I am a doctor myself ; and I want to see the lady before 

we get the medicine for her.” . - , 

The announcement of my profession appeared to 
inspire the hoy with a certain confidence. But he still 
showed no disposition to accompany me to his mother’s 


“Do you mean to charge the lady anything? he 
asked. “The money I’ve got on the ring isn’t much. 
Mother won’t like having it taken out of her rent. 

« i WO n’t charge the lady a farthing,” I answered. 
The hoy instantly got into the cab. “All right," he 
said, “ as long as mother gets her money. 

Alas for the poor! The child’s education, in the 
sordid anxieties of life, was completed already at ter 

years old ! 

yy e drove away. 
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CHAPTER XXL 

1 KEEP MY APPOINTMENT. 

Tub poverty-stricken aspect of the street, when we 
entered it; the duty and dilapidated condition of the 
house, -when we drew up at the door, ‘would have warned 
most men, in my position, to prepare themselves for 
a distressing discovery when they were admitted, to 
the interior of the dwelling. The first impression which 
tho place produced on my mind suggested, on the con- * 
trary, that the boy’s answers to my questions had led 
me astray. It was simply impossible to associate Mrs*. 
Yan Brandt (as I remembered her) with the spectacle 
of such squalid poverty as 1 now beheld. I rang the 
door-boll, feeling persuaded beforehand that my inquiries 
■would lead to no Useful result. 

As I lifted my hand to tho hell, my little companion's 
dread of a beating revived in full force. He hid himself 
behind me; and when I asked what ho was about, he 
answered confidentially, “ Please stand between us* sir, 
wheu mother opens tho door ! " 

A tall and truculent woman answered the bell. No 
introduction was necessary. Holding a cane in her hand, 
she stood self-proclaimed as n# small friend’s mother. 

“ I thought it was that vagabond of a boy of mine,” 
she explained, as an apology for tho exhibition of the 
cane. “ He has been gone on an errand more than two 
hours. What did you please to want, sir ? ” 
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I interceded for the unfortunate hoy, before I entered 
on my own business. 

“I must beg yott to forgive your son, this time,” I 
said. “I found him lost in the streets; and I have 
brought him home." 

The woman’s astonishment when she heard what 
I had done, and discovered her son behind me, literally 
struck hor dumb. The language of the eye, superseding 
on this occasion the language of the tongue, plainly 
revealed the impression that I had produced on her — 
“ You bring my lost brat home in a cab ? Mr. Stranger, 
you are mad ! ” 

“ I hear that you have a lady named Brand lodging 
in the house,” I went on. “ I dare say I am mistaken 
in supposing her to be a lady of the same name whom 
I know. But I should like to make sure whether I 
am right or wrong. Is it too late to disturb your lodger 
to-night?" 

The woman recovered the use of her tongue. 

"My lodger is up and waiting for that little fool, 
who doesn’t know his way about London yet ! ” She 
emphasized those words by shaking her brawny fist at 
her son, who instantly returned to his place of refuge 
behind the tail of my coat. "Have you got the 
money?” inquired this terrible person, shouting at 
her hidden offspring ove#hay shoulder. " Or have you 
lost that as well as your own stupid little self ? " 

The hoy showed himself again, and put the money 
into his mother’s knotty hand. She counted it, with 
eyes which satisfied themselves fiercely that each coin 
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was of gerraine silver — and then became partially 
pacified. 

“Go along upstairs,” she growled, addressing he* 
son; “$nd don't keep the lady waiting any longer. 
They’re half-starred, she and her child,” the woman 
proceeded, turning to me. “The food my boy has got 
for them in his basket will be the first food the mother 
has tasted to-day. She’s pawned everything by this 
time ; and what she’s to do unless you help her is more 
than I can say. The doctor does what he can — but he 
told me to-day, if she wasn't better nourished, it was 
no use sending for him. Follow the boy; and see for 
yourself if it’s the lady you know.” 

I listened to the woman, still feeling persuaded that I 
had acted under a delusion in going to her house. How 
was it possible to associate the charming object of my 
heart’s worship with the miserable story of destitution 
which I had just heard ? I stopped the boy on the first 
landing, and tpld him to announce me simply as a 
doctor, who had been informed of Mrs. Brand’s illness, 
and who had called to see her. 

We ascended a second flight of stairs, and a third. 
Arrived now at the top of the house, the boy knocked 
at the door that was nearest to us on the landing. No 
audible voice replied. He opened the door without cere- 
mony, and went in. I waited outside to hear what was 
said. The door was left ajar. If the voice of “ Mrs. 
Brand” was (as I believed it would prove to be) the 
voice of a stranger, I resolved to offer her delicately such 
help as lay in my power, and to return forthwith to my 
post under “ the shadow of St. Paul’s.” 



. The first voice that spoke to the hoy was the voice 

of » child. 

“ I’m so hungry, Jemmy— I’m so hungry I ” 

^ fill right, missy — I’ve got you something to eat . 1 
“Be quick, J emmy J Be quick ! ” 

There was a momentary pause — and then I heard 
the, boy’s voice once more. 

“There’s a slice of bread-and-butter, missy. You 
must wait for your egg till I can boil it. Don’t you eat 
too fast, or you’ll choke yourself. What’s the matter 
with your mamma ? Are you asleep, ma’am ? ” 

I could barely hear the answering voice — it was so 
feint ; and it uttered but one word : “ No ! ” 

The boy spoke again. 

“Cheer up, missus. There’s a doctor waiting out- 
side to see you.” 

This time there was no audible reply. The boy 
showed himself to me at the door. “Please to come 
in, sir.^ I can’t make anything of her,” 

It would have been misplaced delicacy to have hesi- 
tated any longer to enter the room. I went in. 

There, at the opposite end of -a miserably furnished 
bedchamber, lying back feebly in a tattered old arm- 
chair, was one -more among the thousands of forlorn 
creatures, starving that night in the great city. A whits 
handkerchief was laid over her face as if to screen it 
from the flame of the fire hard by. She lifted the hand- 
kerchief, startled by the sound of my footsteps as I 
entered the room. I looked at her, and saw in the white, 
wan, deathlike face — the face of the woman I loved ! 
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feint and giddy. In another instant I ifas kne^og % 
her chair. My arm was round her — her he&dlayoh 
shoulder. She was past speaking, past crying Ottt : She 
trembled Silently, and that was all, I said nothing. No 
words passed my lips, no tears came to my reliel I 
held her to me ; and she let me hold her. The child, 
devouring its bread-and-butter at a little round table*; 
stared at us. The boy, on his knees before the grate,' 
stared at us. And the slow minutes lagged on— -and th©;d 
buzzing of a fly in a comer was the only sound in thA, 
room. _ ■ ' ;■ , 

The instincts of the profession to which I had been 
trained, rather than any active sense of the horror of the 
situation in which I was placed, roused me at last. She 
was starving ! I Baw it in the deadly colour of her skin ; 

I felt it in the faint, quick flutter of her pulse. I called 
the boy to me, and sent him to the nearest public-house 
for wine and biscuits. “ Be quick about it," I said, "and 
you shall have more money for yourself than ever you 
had in your life ! ” The hoy looked at me— spat on the 
coins in his hand — said, " That’s for luck 1 "—and ran 
out of the room as never boy ran yet. 

I turned to speak my first words of comfort to the 
mother. The cry of the child stopped me. 

" I’m so hungry ! I’m so hungry ! ” . 

I set more food before the famished child, and kissed 
her. She looked up at me with wondering eyes. - 
"Are you a new papa ? ” the little creature asked. 

" M> other papa never kisses me.” 
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Ilookedatthe mother. Her eyes were closed ; the 
tears flowed slowly over her warn, white cheeks. I took 
her frail hand in mine. “ Happier days are coming,” I 
said ; u yon are my care now.” There wbb no answer. 
She still trembled silently*— and that was all. 

In less than five minutes the boy returned, and earned 
his promised reward. He sat on the floor by the' fire 
counting his treasure, the one happy creature in the 
room. I soaked some crumbled morsels of biscuit in the 
wine— and, little by little, I revived her failing strength 
by nourishment administered at intervals in that cautious 
form. After a while she raised her head, and looked at 
me, with wondering eyes that were pitiably like the eyes 
of her child. A faint delicate flush began to show itself 
in her face. She spoke to me, for the first time, in 
whispering tones that I could just hear as I sat close at 
her side. 

“ How did you find me ? Who showed you the way 
to this place ? ” 

She paused, painfully recalling the memory of some- 
thing that was slow to come back. Her colour deepened ; 
she found the lost remembrance, and looked at me with a 
timid curiosity. “ What brought you here ? ” she asked. 
“ Was it my dream ? ” 

“ Wait, dearest, till yoii are stronger ; and I will tell - 
you all.” 

I lifted her gently, and laid her on the wletched 
bed. The child followed us, and, climbing to the bed* 
'stead with my help, nestled at her mother’s side. I 
sent the boy away to tell the mistress of the house that I 
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should remain with my patient, watching her progress 
towards recovery, through the night. He went out, 
jingling his money joyfully in his pocket. We three 
were left together. 

‘As the long hours followed each other, she fell at 
intervals into a' broken sleep, waking with a start, and 
looking at me wildly as if I had been a stranger at her 
bedside. Towards morning, the nourishment which I 
still carefully administered wrought its healthful change ! 
in her pulse, and composed her to quieter slumbers. 
When the sun rose she was sleeping as peacefully as the 
child at her side. I was able to leave her, until my 
return later in the day, under the care of the woman ot 
the house. The magic of money, transformed this ter- 
magant and terrible person into a docile and attentive 
nurse — so eager to follow my instructions exactly that 
she begged me to commit them to writing before 1 went 
away. For a moment I still lingered alone at the bed- 
side of the Bleeping woman, and satisfied myself for the 
hundredth time that her life was safe, before I left her. 

It was the sweetest of all rewards to feel sure of this — 
to touch her cool forehead lightly with my lips — to look, 
and look again, at the poor, worn face, always dear, 
always beautiful, to my eyes, change as it might. I 
closed the door softly, and went out in the bright morn- 
ing, a happy man again. So closo together rise the 
springe^of joy and sorrow in human life ! So near in 
our heart, as in our heaven, is the brightest sunshine to • 
the blackest cloud ! 
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CHAPTEE XXII. 

CONVERSATION WITH MY MOTHER 

I reached my own bouse in time to snatch two or tljree 
hours of repose, before I paid my customary morning 
visit to my mother in her own room. I observed in her 
reception of me, on this occasion, certain peculiarities of 
look and manner which were far from being lamiliar in 
my experience of her. 

When our eyes first met she regarded me with a 
wistful, questioning look, as if she was troubled by sqme 
doubt which she shrank from expressing in words. And 
when I inquired after her health as usual, she surprised 
me by an swain g as impatiently as if she resented my 
having mentioned the subject. For a moment I was 
inclined to think these changes signified that she had 
discovered my absence from home during the night, and 
that she had some suspicion of the true cause of it. But 
she never alluded, even in the most distant maimer, to 
Mrs. Yan Brandt ; and not a word dropped from her lips 
which implied, directly or indirectly, that I had pained 
or disappointed her. I could only conclude that she had 
something important to say, in relation to herself or to 
me — and that for reasons of her own she abstained from 
giving expression to it for the present. m 

Eeverting to our ordinary topics of conversation, we 
touched on the subject (always interesting to my mother) 
of my visit to Shetland. Speaking of this, we naturally 
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spoke also of Miss Dunross.. Here again, when I least 
expected it, there was another surprise in store for me. 

“You were talking, the other clay,” said my mother, 
“of the green flag which poor Dennody’s ' daughter 
worked for you, when you wore both children. Have you 
really kept it all this time ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“ Where have you left it ? In Scotland ? ” 

“ I have brought it with me to London.” 

“Why?” 

I mentioned the promise which I had given to Mjg« 
Dunross. 

My mother smiled. 

“Is it possible, George, that you think about this as 
the young lady in Shetland thinks? After all the 
years that have passed, do you believe in the green flag 
being the means of bringing Mary Dermody and yourself 
together again ? " 

“ Certainly not ! I am only humouring one of the 
fancies of poor Miss Dunross. Could I refuse to grant 
her tr ifling request, after all 1 owed to her kindness ? ” 

The smile left my mother’s face. She looked at me 
attentively. 

“ Miss Dunross ' seems to have produced a very 
favourable impression on you,” she said. 

“ $ own it. I feel 'deeply interested in her.” 

“If she had not been an incurable invalid, George, I 
too might have beconie interested in Miss Dunross— 
perhaps in the character 1 ' of my daughter-in-law ? ” 

^ “ It is useless, mother, to speculate on what might 

Wve happened. The sad reality is enough.” 
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My mother paused a little, before she put her next 
question to me. 

“Bid Miss Dunross always keep her veil drawn, 
in your presence, when there happened to be a light in 
the room?” 

“ Always.’ 

“ She never even let you catch a momentary glance 
' at her face ? ” 

“Never.” 

“And the only reason she gave you was that the 
light caused her a painful sensation if it fell on her un- 
covered skin ? ” 

“ You say that, mother, as if you doubt whether Miss 
Dunross told me the truth.” 

“ No, George. I only doubt whether she told you aU 
the truth.” 

“ What do you mean ? 

. “Don’t be offended, my dear. I believe Miss 
Dunross has some more serious reason for keejiftg her 
face hidden than the reason that she gave you." 

I was silent. The suspicion which those words implied 
had never occurred to my mind. I had read in medical 
books of cases of morbid nervous sensitiveness exactly 
similar to the case of Miss Dunross, as described by her- 
self — and that had been enough for me. Now that my 
mother’s idea had found its way from her mind to mine, 
the impression produced on me was painful in the last 
degree. Horrible imaginings of deformity possessed my 
brain, and profaned all that was purest and dearest in 
my recollections of Miss Dunross. It was useless to 
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change the subject— the evil influence that w&sonme 
was too potent to be charmed away by talk. Making . 
the best excuse that I could think of for leaving my . ; 
mother’s room, I hurried away to seek a refuge from, 
myself, where alone I could hope to And it,, in the 
presence of Mrs. Tan Brandt. - 

CHAPTER XXni. 

CONVERSATION WITH MRS. VAN BRANDT. 

Tag landlady was taking the air at her own door, when 
I reached the house. Her reply to my inquiries justified 
my most hopeful anticipations. The poor lodger looked 
already “like another woman ; ” and the child was at 
that moment posted on the stairs, watching for the 
return of her “ now papa.” 

“ There’s one thing I should wish' to say. to you, sir, 
before you go upstairs,” the woman went on. “Don’t 
trust the lady with more money, at a time, than the 
money that is wanted for the day’s housekeeping. If 
she has any to Bpare, it’s as likely as not to be wasted 
on her good-for-nothing husband.” 

Absorbed in the higher and dearer interests that 
filled my mind, I had thus far forgotten the very 
existence of Mr. Van Brandt. 

“Where is he ? ” I asked. 

“ Where he ought to he,” was the answer. “ la 
prison for debt.” 
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In those days, a man imprisoned for debt was not 
unfrequently a man imprisoned for life. There was 
little fear of my visit being shortened by the appearance 
On the scene of Mr. Van Brandt. 

Ascending the stairs, I found the child waiting for 
me on the upper landing, with a ragged doll in her arms. 
I had bought a cake for her on my way to the house. 
She forthwith turned over the doll to my care, and, 
trotting before me into the room with her cake in her 
arms, announced my arrival in these words : — 

“ Mamma, I like this papa better than the other. 
You like him better too.” 

The mother’s wasted face reddened for a momfnt. 
then turned pale again, as she held out her hand to me. 
I looked at her anxiously, and discerned the welcome 
signs of recovery, clearly revealed. Her grand grey 
eyes rested on me again with a glimmer of their eld 
light. The hand that had lain so cold in. mine on the 
■ past night had life and warmth in it now. 

“ Should I have died before the morning, if you had 
not come hero?” she asked softly. “Have you .saved 
my life for the second time I can well believe it ! ” 

Before I was aware of her, she bent her head over 
my hand, and touched it tenderly with her lips. “ I am 
not an ungrateful woman,” she murmured — “ and yet, I 
don’t know how to thank you.” 

The child looked up quickly from her cake. “ Why 
don’t you kiss him ? " the quaint little creature asked, 
with a broad stare of astonishment. 

Her head sank on her breast. She sighed bitterly. 
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“No more of Me!” she said, suddenly re wearing 
her composure, and suddenly forcing Herself to look at 
me again. “ Tell me what happy chance brought you 
here last night ? ” 

“The same chance,’’ I answered, “ which took me to 
Saint Anthony’s Well.” 

She raised herself eagerly in the chair. 

“You have seen me again — as you saw me i» the 
summer-house by the waterfall ! ” she exclaimed. “ Was 
it in Scotland once mote? " f v ; 

“No. Further away than Scotland — as far away as 
Shetland.” 

“ Tell me about it ! Pray, pray tell me about it ! ” 
*1 related what had happened as exactly as I could — 
Consistently with maintaining the strictest reserve on 
one point. Discreetly concealing the existence of Miss 
Dunross, I loft her to suppose that the master of the 
house was the one person whom I had found to receive 
me, during my sojourn under Mr. Dunross’s roof. 

“That ip strange!” she exclaimed, after she had 
heard me attentively to the end. 

“What is strange ? ” I asked. 

She hesitated, searching my face earnestly with her 
large grave eyes. 

“I hardly like speaking of it,” she said. “And yet 
I ought to have no concealments, in such a matter, 
from you. I understand everything that you have told 
me — with one exception. It seems strange to me that 
you should only have had one old man for your com- 
panion while you were at the house in Shetland.” 
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“What other companion did you expect to hear of?” 
I inquired. 

“I expected,” she answered, “to hear of a lady in 
the house. 1 ’ 

I cannot positively say that the reply took me by 
surprise : it forced me to reflect before I spoke again. 
I knew, by my paBt experience, that she must have seen 
me, in my absence from her, while I was spiritually 
present to her mind in a trance or -dream. Hod she 
also seen the daily companion of my life in Shetland — 
Miss Dunross ? 

I put the question in a form which left me free to 
decide whether I should take her unreservedly into my 
confidence or not. § 

“Am I right,” I began, “in supposing that you 
dreamed of me in Shetland, as you once before dreamed 
of me when I happened to be in Scotland ?” 

“ Yes,” sbe answered. “ It was at the close of 
evening, this time. I fell asleep, or became insensible — 
I cannot say which. And I saw you again, in a vision 
or a dream.” 

“ Where did you see me ? ” 

“ I first saw you on the bridge over the Scotch river 
— just as we both met on the evening when you saved 
my life. After a while, the stream and the landscape 
about it faded, and you faded with them, into darkness. 
I waited a little — and tho darkness melted away 
slowly. I Btood, as it seemed to me, in a circle of 
starry light ; fronting a window, with a lake behind 
me, and before me a darkened room. And I looked 
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into the room, and the starry light showed yon to me 
again.” 

“ When did this happen ? Do yon remember the 
date?” . ♦ 

“ I remember that it was at the beginning of the 
month. The misfortunes which have since brought 
me so low had not then fallen on me — and yet, as I 
stood looking at you, I had the strangest provision 
of calamity that was to come. I felt the same absolute 
reliance on your power to help me that I felt when I 
first dreamed of you in Scotland. And I did the same 
familiar things. I laid my hand on your bosom. I 
said to you, ‘Remember me. Come to me.’ I even 
wrote ” » 

She stopped, shuddering, as if a sudden fear had laid 
its hold on her. Seeing this, and dreading the effect 
of any violent agitation, I hastened to suggest that we 
should say no more, for that day, on the subject of her 
dream. 

“ No,” she answered firmly. “ There is nothing to 
bo gained by giving me time. My dream has left one 
horrible remembrance on my mind. As long as I live, 
I believe I shall tremble when I think of what I saw 
near you in that darkened room." 

She stppped again. Was she approaching the sub- 
ject of the shrouded figure, with the black veil over its 
head? Was she about to describe her first discovery, 
in the dream, of Miss Dunross ? 

“Tell me one thing first," she resumed. “Have 
I been right in what I have said to you, so fur? Is it 
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‘ true that you were in a darkened' room, when you 
saw me ? ” 

“ Quite true.” 

“Was the date the beginning of the month? and was 
the hour the close of evening ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“ Were you alone in the room ? Answer me truly ! ” 

“ I was not alone." 

“ Was the master of the house with you ? or had j’otl 
some other companion ? ” 

It would have been worse than useless (after what 
I had now heard) to attempt to deceive her. 

“I had another companion,” I answered. *‘^ie 
person in the room with me was a woman.” 

Her face showed, as I spoke, that she was again 
shaken by the terrifying recollection to which she had 
just alluded. I had, by this time, some difficulty myself 
in preserving my composure. Still, I was determined 
not to let a word escape me which could operate as a 
suggestion on the mind of my companion. 

“Have you any other questions to ask me?” was 
all I said. 

“One more,” she answered. “Was there anything 
unusual in the dress of your companion ? ” 

“ Yes. She wore a long black veil, which hung over 
her head and face, and dropped to below her waist.” 

Mrs. Van Brandt leaned back in her chair, composing 
herself before she spoke again. 

“ I understand your motive for concealing from me 
the presence of that miserable woman in the house,” she 
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said. “It is good and kind, like all your motives j but 
it is useless. While I lay in the trance I saw everything 
exactly as it was in the reality ; and I, too, saw that 
frightful face ! ” 

Those words literally electrified me. 

My conversation of that morning with my mother 
instantly recurred to my memory, I started to my feet. 

“•Good God ! ” I exclaimed, “ what do you mean ? ” 

“ Don’t you understand yet ? ” she asked, in amaze' 
ment on her side. “Must I speak more plainly still? 
When you saw the apparition of me, did you see me 
write?” 

“ Yes. On a letter that the lady was writing for me. 

I saw the words afterwards ; .the words that brought 
me to you last night — At the month’s end. In the 
shadow of Saint Paul’s.” 

“How did I appear to write on the unfinished 
letter ? ” 

“ You lifted the writing-case, on which the letter and 
the pen lay, off the lady’s lap ; and, while you wrote, 
you rested the case on her shoulder.” 

“ Did you notice if the lifting of the case produced 
any effect on her ? ” 

“I saw no effect produced. She remained immov- 
able in her chair.” 

“ I saw it differently in my dream. She raised her 
hand — not the hand that was nearest to you, but nearest 
to me. As I lifted the writing-case, she lifted her hand, 
and parted the folds of the veil from off her face— -I sup- 
pose to see more clearly. It was only for a moment; 
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and, in that moment, I saw what the veil hid. Don’t 
let us speak of it ! You must have shuddered at that 
frightful sight in the reality, as I shuddered at it in the 
dream. You must have asked yourself, as I did: Is 
there nobody to poison the terrible creature, and hide 
her mercifully in the grave ? ” 

At those words, she abruptly cheeked herself. I 
could say nothing — my fa^e spoke 4or me. She saw it, 
and guessed the truth. 

“ Good heavens ! ” she cried. “ You have not seen 
her! She must have kept her face hidden from you 
behind the veil ! Oh, why, why did you cheat me into 
talking of it ? I will never speak of it again. See, we 
are frightening the child ! Come here, darling ; there 
is nothing to be afraid of. Come, and bring your cake 
with you. You shall be a great lady, giving a grand 
dinner ; and we will be two friends whom you have invited 
to dine with you ; and the doll shall be the little girl 
who comes in after dinner, and has fruit at dessert!” 
So Bhe ran on, trying vainly to forget tho shock that she 
had infli cted on me, in talking nursery nonsense to the 
child. 

Recovering my composure in some degree, I did my 
best to second the effort that she had made. My quieter 
thoughts suggested that she might well be self-deceived 
in believing the horrible spectacle presented to her 
in the vision to be an actual reflection of the truth. In 
common justice towards Miss Dunross, I ought surely 
not to accept the conviction of her deformity on no better 
evidence than the evidence of a dream ? Reasonable as it 
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undoubtedly was, this view left certain doubts still linger- 
ing in my mind. The child’s instinct soon discovered that 
her mother and I were playfellows who felt no genuine 
enjoyment of the game. She dismissed her make- 
believe guests without ceremony, and went back with 
her doll to the favourite play-ground on which I had 
met her— the landing outside the door. No persuasion 
on her mother’s part or on mine, succeeded in luring her 
back to us. We were left together, to face each 'other 
as best we might — with the forbidden subject of Miss 
Dunross between us. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

LOVE . AND MONET. 

Feeling the embarrassment of the moment most pain- 
fully op her side, Mrs. Van Brandt spoke first. 

“ You have said nothing to me about yourself,” she 
began. “ Is your life a happier one than it was when 
we last met ? ” 

“ I cannot honestly say that it is,” I answered. 

“ Is there any prospect of your being married ? " 

“ My prospect of being married still rests with you.” 
“ Don’t say that ! ” she exclaimed, with an entreating 
look at me. “ Don’t spoil my pleasure - in seeing you 
again, by speaking of what can never bel Have you 
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still to be told how it is that you tad me Imre alone 
with my child ?” 

I forced myself to mention Van Brandt’s name, rather 
than hear it pass her lips. 

“I have been told that Mr. Van Brandt is in prison 
for debt,” I said. “ And I saw for myself last night that 
he had left you helpless.” 

“ He left me the little money he had with him when 
he was arrested,” she rejoined sadly. “His cruel 
creditors are more to blame than he is for the poverty 
that has fallen on us.” 

Even this negative defence of Van Brandt stung me 
to the quick. 

“ I ought to have Bpoken more guardedly of him,” 
I said bitterly. “I ought to have remembered that 
a woman can forgive almost any wrong that a man 
can inflict on her — when he is the man whom she 
loves.” 

She put her hand on my mouth, and Btopped me 
before I could say any more. 

“How can you speak so cruelly to me?” she, asked. 
“You know — to my shame I confessed it to you the 
last time we met — you know that my heart in secret 
is all yours. What ‘ wrong ’ are you talking of ? Is it 
the wrong I suffered when Van Brandt married me, with 
a wife living at the time (and living still)? Bo you 
think I can ever forgot the great misfortune of my life— 
the misfortune that has made me unworthy of you? 
It is no fault of mine — God knows — but it is not the less 
true that 1 am not married, and that the little darling 



LOVE AND MONEY. '■ SV0.' 

who 4 b playing out there ■with her doll is my child. And 
yon talk of my being your wife — knowing that ! ” 

“The child accepts me as her second father,” I said. 
“ It would be better and happier for us both, if you had 
as little pride as the child,” 

“Pride?” she. repeated. “In such a position as 
mine? A helpless woman, with a mock-husband in 
prison for debt l Say, that I have not fallen quite m low 
yet as to forget what is due to you — and you will pay 
me a compliment that will be nearer to tile truth." 
Am I to marry you for my food and shelter ? Am 
I to marry you, because there is no lawful tie that 
binds me to the father of my child? Cruelly as 
he has behaved, he has still dhat claim upon me. 
Bad as he is, he has not forsaken me; he has been 
forced away. My only friend ! is it possible that you 
think me ungrateful enough to consent to be your 
wife ? The woman (in my situation) must be heartless 
indeed who could destroy your place in the estimation , 
of the world, and the regard of your friends! Tl^ 
wretchedest creature that walks the streets would shrink 
from treating you in that way. Oh! what are men 
made of? How can you— how can you speak of it! ” 

I yielded — and spoke of it no more. Every word 
she uttered only increased my admiration of the noble 
creature whom I had loved, and lost. What refuge was 
now left to me ? But one refuge ; I could still offer to 
her the sacrifice of myself. Bitterly as I hated the man 
who had parted us, I loved her dearly enough to be even 
capable of helping him, for her sake. Hopeless infatua- 
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tioil! I don’t deny it; I don’t excuse it— hopeless 
infatuation! 

“Forgive me,” I Baid sadly; “and let nae deserye 
to be forgiven. It is something to be your only friend. 
You must have plans for the future tell me unreservedly 
how I can help you.” 

* Complete the good work that you have begun, she 
answered gratefully. “ Help me back to health. Make 
me strong enough to submit to a doctgr’a estimate of my 
chances of living for some years yet/’ \ . . _ 

“ A doctor’s estimate of your chances of living ? I 

repeated. “What do you mean?” 

«< X hardly know hok to tell you,” she said, without 

speaking again of Mr. Van Brandt. ■ 

C'Soes speaking of hixs^n mean speaking of his 
debts?” I asked. “Why'Jfed you hesitate? You 
know that there is nothij(|^l not do to relieve your 

anxieties.” , j '.jr . • 

She looked at me for a moment, in silent distress. 

“ Oh ! do you think I woul^lob you give your money 
’ to y an Brandt? ” Bhe,asked as soon as she could speak. 
“ j ^ho owe everything to your devotion to me ? Never ! 
Let me tell you the plain truth. There is a serious 
necessity for his getting out He must paylns 

creditors; and he has found' out away of ‘doing it- 




with my help.” 

“ Your help ! ” I exclaimed. 

“ Yes ! This is' his pofitjim, in two word* A little 
while since, he obtained an excellent offejrof employment 
abroad, from a rich relative o>his ; and he had made all 



LOTE Jim MONEY. "■ ' ■ ' ' ■.';fijES' 

Me arrangements to accept it. Unhappily, ho retoned 
to tell me of his good fortune ; and the same day he was 
arrested for debt. His relative has offered to , keep the 
situation open for a certain time — and the time has not 
yet expired. If he can pay a dividend to his creditors 
they will give him his freedom ; and he believes he can 
raise tho money if I consent to insure my life.” . 

To insure her life ! The snare that had been set for 
her was plainly revealed in those four words. 

In the eye of the law, she was of course a single 
woman : she was of age, she was to all intents and 
purposes her own mistress. What was there to prevent 
her from insuring her life, if she pleased, and from so 
disposing of tho insurance as to give Van Brandt a direct 
interest in her death ? Knowing what I knew of him, 
believing him as I did to be capable of any atrocity, I 
trembled at the bare idea of what might have happened, 
if I had failed to find my way back to her iptil a later 
date. Thanks to the happy accident of my position, 
the one certain way of protecting her lay easily within 
my reach. I could offer to lend the scoundrel the " 
money that he wanted, at an hour’s notice — and he was 
the man to accept my proposal quite as easily as I could 
make it. 

“You don’t seem to approve of our idea,” she said, 
noticing in evident perplexity tho effect which she had 
produced on me. “ I am very unfortunate — I seem to 
have innocently disturbed and annoyed you for the 
second time.” 

“You are quite mistaken,’'' I replied. “I am only 
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doubting whether your plan for relieving Mr. Van Brandt 
of his embarrassments is quite so simple as you suppose. 
Are you aware of the delays that are likely to take place 
before it will be possible to borrow money on your 
policy of insurance ? ” 

“I know nothing about it,” she said sadly. 

“Will you let me ask the advice -of my lawyers ? 
They are trustworthy and experienced men— -and 1 am 
sure they can be of use to you.” 

Cautiously as I had expressed myself, her delicacy 
took the alarm. 

“ Promise that you won’t ask me to borrow money of 
you for Mr. Van Brandt,” she rejoined; “and I will 
accept your help gratefully.” 

I could honestly promise that. My one chanee of 
saving her lay in keeping from her knowledge the course 
that I had now determined to pursue. I rose to go, 
while my resolution still sustained me. The sooner I 
made my inquiries (I reminded her), the more speedily 
our present doubts and difficulties would be resolved. 

She rose, as I rose — with the tears in her eyeB and 
the hlush on her cheeks. 

“Kiss me,” she whispered, “before you go! And 
don’t mind my crying. I am quite happy now. It is 
only your goodness that overpowers me.” 

I pressed her to my heart, with the unacknowledged 
tenderness of a parting embrace. It was impossible to 
disguise the position in which I had now placed myself — 
I had, so to speak, pronounced my own sentence of 
banishment. When my interference had restored my 



unworthy rival to his freedom, could I suhmit io the 
degrading necessity of seeing her in his presence, of 
speaking to her under his eyes ? That sacrifice of myself 
•was beyond me— -and I knew it. " For the last time i '* 
I thought, as I held her to me for a moment longer— 
“ for the last time 1 ” ■ ■■ ‘ 

Thfe child' ran to meet me with open arm#, Ifbea I 
stepped out on the landing. My manhood had sustained 
me through the parting with the mother. It was only 
when the child’s round, innocent little face laid- itself 
lovingly against mine that my fortitude gave way. I 
was past speaking — I put her down gently in silence* 
and waited on the lower flight of stairs until I was fit to 
face the world outside. 


CHAPTER XXV. 

OTJR DESTINIES PART US. 

Descending to the ground floor of the honse, I sent to 
request a moment's interview with the landlady. I had 
yet to learn in which of the London prisons Van Brandt 
was confined ; and she was the only person to whom I 
could venture to address the question. 

Having answered my inquiries, the woman put 
her own sordid construction on my motive for visiting 
the prisoner. ' 

"Has the money yon left upstairs gone into his 
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greedy pockets already ? " she asked. “If I was as rich 
as you are, I should let it go. In your place, I wouldn’t 
touch him with a pair of tongs ! ” 

The woman’s coarse warning' actually proved useful 
to me — it started a new idea 4 in my mind ! Before she 
spoke, I had been too dull or too preoccupied to see 
that it was quite needless to degrade myself by person- 
ally communicating with Van Brandt in his prison. It 
only now occurred to me that my legal advisers were, as 
a matter of course, the proper persons to represent me 
in the matter — with this additional advantage, that they 
could keep my share in the transaction a secret even 
from Van Brandt himself. 

I drove at once to the office of my lawyers. The 
senior partner — the tried friend and adviser of our 
family — received me. 

My instructions naturally enough astonished him. 
He was immediately to satisfy the prisoner’s creditors, 
on my behalf, without mentioning my name to any one. 
And he was gravely to accept as security for repayment 
— Mr. Van Brandt’s note of hand. 

“ I thought I was well acquainted with the various 
methods by which a gentleman can throw away his 
money,” the senior partner remarked. “ I congratulate 
you, Mr, Germaine, on having discovered an entirely 
new way of effectually emptying your purse. Founding 
a newspaper, taking a theatre, keeping race-horses, 
gambling at Monaco — are highly efficient as modes of 
losing money. But they all yield, sir, to paying the 
debts of Mr. Van Brandt ! ” 
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A X left him, and went home. 

, The servant who opened the door had a message for 
me from my mother. She wished to see me as soon as 
I was at leisure to speak to her. 

I presented myself at once in my mother’s sitting- 
room. 

“ Well, George," she said, without a word to pre- 
pare me for what was coming. - '** How have you left 
Mrs. Van Brandt ?” 

I was completely thrown off my guard. 

“ Who has told you that I have seen Mrs. Van 
Brandt ?” I asked. 

“ My dear ! your face has told me. Don’t I know by 
this time, how you look and how you speak when Mrs. 
Van Brandt is in your mind ? Sit down by ml. I have 
something to say to you, which I wanted .to say this 
morning — but, I hardly know why, my heart failed me. 
I am bolder now ; and I can say it. My son ! you still 
love Mrs. Van Brandt. You have my permission to 
marry her.” 

Those were the words ! Hardly an hour had elapsed 
since Mrs. Van Brandt’s own lips had told me that our 
union was impossible. Not even half an hour had 
passed, since I had given the directions which would 
restore to liberty the man who was the one obstacle to 
my marriage. And this was the time that my mother 
had innocently chosen for consenting to receive as her 
daughter-in-law, Mrs. Van Brandt ! 

“ I see that I surprise you,” she resumed. " Let me 
explain my motives as plainly as I can. I should not 
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foe speaking the truth, George, if. I told you that. I had 
ceased to feel the serious objections that there are Jo 
your marrying this lady. The only difference in my 
■way of thinking is, that 1 am now willing to set my 
objections aside, out of regard for your happiness. I am 
an old woman, my dear. In the course of Nature 1 
cannot hope to be with you much longer. , ;When I am 
gone, who will he left to care for you and lore you, in 
the place of your mother ? No one will be left— ^unless 
you marry Mrs. Yan Brandt. Your happiness is my 
first consideration ; and the wbman you love (sadly as 
she has been led astray) is . a woman worthy of a better 
fate. Marry her.” 

I could not trust myself to Speak. I could only 
kneel atliny mother’s feet, and hide my face on her 
knees, as if I had been a hoy again. 

“Think of it, George,” she said. “And come hack 
to me when you are composed enough to speak as quietly 
of the future as I do.” 

She lifted my head, and kissed me. As I rose to 
leave her, I saw something in the dear old eyes that met 
mine so tenderly, which struck a sudden fear through 
me — keen a,nd cutting like a stroke from a knife. .. 

The moment I had closed the door, I went downstairs 
to, the porter in the hall. 

“Has my mother left the house,” I asked, “while I 
have been away ? ” 

“No, sir” 

“Have any visitors called ? ” 

“ One visitor has called, sir.” -- 
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“ Do you fiuow who it was ? ” ■ ' 

, The porter mentioned the name of a celebrated phy- 
sician — a man at the head of his profession, in those 
days. I instantly took my hat, and went to his house. 

He had just returned from his round .of visits. My 
card was taken to. him, and was followed at once by my 
admission to his oonsnlting-room, 

“You have seen my mother,” I Baid. “Is she 
seriously ill — and have you not concealed it from he* ? 
For God’s sake tell me the truth ; I can bear it.” 

The great man took me kindly by the hand. 

“Your mother stands id no need of any warning; 
she is herself aware of the critical* state of her health,” 
he said; “ She sent for me to confirm her own convic- 
tion. I could not conceal from her — I must not conoeal 
from you — that the vital energies are sinking. She may 
live for some months longer in a milder air than the air 
of London. That is all I can say. At her age, her days 
are numbered.” 

He gave me time to steady myself under the blow ; 
and then he placed his vast experience, his matured and 
consummate knowledge, at my disposal. From his dic- 
tation, I committed to writing the necessary instructions 
for watching over the frail tenure of my mother’s life, 

“ Let me give you one word of warning,” he said, as 
we parted. “Your mother is especially desirous that 
you should know 1 nothing of the precarious condition of 
her health. Her one anxiety is to see you happy. If 
she discovers your visit to me, I will not answer for the 
consequences. Make the best excuse you can think of 
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for at once taking her away from London— and, what- 
ever yon may feel in secret, keep up an appearance of 
good spirits in her presence.” 

That evening I made my excuse. It waa easily 
found. I had only to tell my poor mother of Mrs. Van 
Brandt’s refusal to marry me ; and there was an intelli- 
gible motive assigned for my proposing to leave London. 
The same night I wrote to inform Mrs. Van Brandt of 
the sad event which was the cause of my sudden, depar- 
ture, and to warn her that there no longer 'existed the 
slightest necessity for insuring her life. “ My {lawyers ” 
(I wrote) “have undertaken to arrange Mr. Van 
Brandt’s affairs immediately. La a few hours he will be 
at liberty to acoept the situation that has been offered to 
him." The last lines of the letter assured her of my 
unalterable love, and entreated her to write to me befox’e 
she left England. 

This done, all was done. I was conscious, strange 
to say, of no acutely painful suffering at this saddest 
time of my life. There is a limit, morally as well as 
physically, to our capacity for endurance. I can only 
describe my sensations under the calamities that had 
now fallen on me, in one way — I felt like a man whose 
mind had been stunned. 

The next day, my mother and I set forth on the first 
stage of our journey to the south coast of Devonshire. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

A GLANCE BACKWARDS. 

Thbeb days after we had comfortably established our* 
selves at Torquay, I received Mrs. Van Brandi’s answer 
to my letter. After the opening sentences (informing 
me that Van Brandt, had been set at liberty, under cir- 
cumstances painfully suggestive to the writer of some 
unacknowledged sacrifice on my part), the letter pro- 
ceeded in these terms : — 

“ The new employment which Mr. Van Brandt is to 
undertake secures to us the comforts, if not the luxuries, 
of life. For the first time since my troubles began, I 
have the prospect before me of a peaceful existence, 
among a foreign people from whom all that is false in my 
position may be* concealed — not for my Bake, but for the 
sake of my child. To more than this, to the happiness 
which some women enjoy, I must not, I dare not, aspire. 

“ We leave for the Continent early to-morrow morn- 
ing. Shall I tell you in what part of Europe my new 
residence is to be ? 

“ No ! You might write to me again ; and I might 
write baok. The one return I can make to the good 
angel of my life is to help him to forget me. What right 
have I to cling to my usurped place in your regard ? 
The time will come when you will give your heart to a 
woman who is worthier of it than l am. Let me drop 
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out of your life — except as an occasional remembrance, 
when you sometimes think of the days that have gone 
for ever. 

"I shall not bo without some consolation on my 
side, when I, too, look back at the past. I have been a 
better woman since I met with you. Live as long as 
I may, I shall always remember that. 

“ Yes ! the influence that you have had over me has 
been from first to last an influence for good. Allowing 
that I have done wrong (in my position) to love you — 
and worse even than that, to own it — still the love has 
been innocent, and the effort to control it has been an 
honest effort at least. But, apart from this, my heart 
tells me that I am the better for the sympathy which 
has united ns. I may confess to you what I have never 
yet acknowledged — now that wo are so widely parted, 
and so little likely ever to meet again. Whenever I have 
given myself up unrestrainedly to my own better im- 
pulses, they have always seemed to ldad me to You. 
"Whenever my mind has been most truly at peace, and I 
have been able to pray with a pure and a penitent 
heart, I have felt as if there was some unseen tie that 
was drawing us noarer and nearer together. And, 
strange to say, this has always happened to me (just as 
my dreams of you have always come to me) when I have 
been separated from Van Brandt. At such times, think- 
ing or dreaming, it has always appeared to me that I 
know you far more familiarly than I know you when wo 
meet face to face. Is there really such a thing, I 
, Wflgiucr, as a former state of existence ? And were we 
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once constant companions in some other sphere, 
thousands of years Bince ? These are idle guesses t 
Let it he Plough forme to remember thai I have "been 
the better for knowing you — without inquiring. how or 
why. ' ■ ' •; 

“Farewell, my beloved benefactor, my- only Mend I 
Hie child sends you a kiss ; and the mother signs herself 
your grateM and affectionate, • 1 

_ - ** M. YahBbanot,” 

When I first read those lines, they once more recalled 
to my memory— very strangely as I then thought— the 
predictions of Dame Dermody in the days of my boyhood. 
Here were the foretold sympathies which were spiritually 
to unite me to Mary, realized by a stranger whom I had 
met by chance in the later years of my life ! 

Thinking in this direction, did I advance no further ? 
Not a step further? Not a suspicion of the truth pre- 
sented itself to my mind, even yet. 

Was my own dullness of apprehonsion to blame for 
this? Would another man, in my position, have dis- 
discovered what I failed to see ? 

I look back along the chain of events which runs 
through my narrative, and I ask myself, 'Where are the 
possibilities to be found — in my case, or in the case of 
any other man— of identifying the child who was Mary 
Dermody with the woman who was Mrs. Van Brandt ? 
Was there anything left in our faces, when we met again 
by the Scotch river, to remind us of our younger selves ? 
We had developed, in the interval, from boy and girl, 
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.to man and woman : no outward traces were discernible 
in us of the George and Mary of other days. Disguised 
from, each other by our frees, we were also disguised by 
our names. Her mock-marriage had changed her sur- 
name. My stepfather’s Will had changed mine. Her 
Christian name was the commonest of all names of 
women ; and mine was almost as far from being remark- 
able among the names of men. . Turning next to .the 
various occasions on which we had met, had we seen 
enough of each other to drift into recognition on either 
side, in the ordinary course of talk ? We had met but 
four times in all : once on the bridge, once again in 
Edinburgh, twice moro in London. On each of these 
occasions the absorbing anxieties and interests of the 
passing moment had filled her mind and mine, had 
inspired her words and mine. When had the events 
which brought us together left us with leisure enough 
and tranquillity enough to look back idly through our 
lives, and calmly to compare the recollections of our 
youth ? Never ! From first to last the course of events 
had borne us farther and farther away from any result 
that could have led even to a suspicion of the truth. She 
could only believe when she wrote to me on leaving Eng- 
land, and I could only believe when I read her letter, 
that we had first met at the river, and that our divergent 
destinies had ended in parting us for ever. 

Beading her farewell letter in later days, by the light 
of my matured experience, I note how remarkably Dame 
Dermody’s faith in the purity of the tie that united ns, 
as kindred spirits, was justified by the result. 
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It was only when my unknown Maty was parted 
from Van Brandt — in other words, it was only when she 
was a pure spirit — that she felt my influence over her as 
a refining influence on her life, and that the apparition 
of her communicated with me in the visible and perfect 
likeness of herself. On my side, when was it that I 
dreamed of her (as in Scotland), or felt the mysterious 
waging of .her presence in my waking moments (as in 
Shetland) ? Always at the time when my k^art opened 
most tenderly towards her and towards others— when my 
mind Was most freo from the hitter doubts, the self- 
seeking aspirations, which degrade the divinity within 
ns. Then, and then only, my sympathy with her was the 
perfect sympathy which holds its fidelity unassailable by 
the chances and changes, the delusions and temptations 
of mortal life. 


CHAPTEK XXVII. 

MISS DUNllOSS. 

Absokbed in watching over the closing days of my 
mother’s life, I found in devoting myself to this sacred 
duty my only consolation under the overthrow of my last 
hope of marriage with Mrs. Van Brandt. 

By degrees, my mother felt the reviving influences 
Of a quiet life and a soft air. The improvement in her 
health could, as I but too well knew, be only an improve- 



264 ' TES TWO MsfimES. ' 

ment for a time. Still, it was a relief tosee her free 
from pain and innocently happy in the presence of tier 
son. Excepting those hours of the day and night which 
Were dedicated to repose, I was never away froth her. ; 
To this day, I remember with a tenderness which ' 
attaches to no other memories of mine, the hooks that 
I read to her, the sunny comer on the seashore where I 
sat with her, the games of cards that we played together, 
the little trivial gossip that amused her when she was 
strong enough for nothing else. These are toy imperish- 
able relics; these are the deeds of my life that I shall love 
best to look hack on, when the' all-enfolding shadows 
of death are closing round me. 

In the hours when I was alone, my thoughts — 
occupying themselves mostly among the persons and 
events of the past — ‘wandered back many and many 
a time to Shetland and Miss Dunross. 

My haunting doubt as to what the black veil had 
really hidden from me, was no longer accompanied hy 
a feeling of horror when it now recurred to my mind. 
The more vividly my later remembrances of Miss 
Dunross were associated with the idea of an unutterable 
bodily affliction, the higher the noble nature of the 
woman seemed to rise in my esteem. 

For the first time since I had left Shetland, the 
temptation now came to me to disregard the injunction 
which her father had laid on me at parting. "When 
I thought again of the stolen kiss, in the dead of night ; 
when I recalled the appearance of the frail white hand, 
waving to me through the dark curtains its last farewell 
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— rraad wlioa there mingled with these memories the later ,• 
remembrance of what my mother had suspected, and 
of what Mrs. Van Brandt had seen in her dream: — the 
longing in me to find a means of assuring Miss Dunross 
that (she still had her place apart in my memory, and 
my heart, was more than mortal fortitude could resist. 

I was pledged in honour not to return to Shetland, and 
not to write. How to communicate with .her secretly, 
in some other way, was the constant question in my 
mind, as the days went on, A hint to enlightenme. Iras 
all that Z wanted— and, as the irony of circumstances 
ordered it, my mother was the person who gave me 
the hint. ' 

We still spoke at intervals jot Mrs. Varf Brandt. 
Watching me on those occasions when we were in the 
company of acquaintances at Torquay, my mother 
plainly disoerned that no other woman, whatever her 
attractions might be, could take the place in my heart 
of the woman whom I had lost. Seeing hut one pro- 
spect of happiness for me, she refused to abandon the 
idea of my marrying Mrs. Van Brandt. When a woman 
has owned that she loves a man (so my mother used 
to express her opinion) it is that man's fault, no matter 
what the obstacles may be, if he fails to make her his 
wife. Reverting to this view in various ways, she 
pressed it on my consideration one day in these 
words — 

“There’s one drawback, George, to my happiness 
in being here with you. I am an obstacle in the way 
of your communicating with Mrs. Van Brandt,” 
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“You forget, ”1 said, “that she has left England, 
without telling me where to find her.” 

“If you were free from the encumbrance of your, 
mother, my dear, you could easily find her. Even as 
things are, you might surely write to her? Don’t 
mistake my motives, George! If I had any hope of 
your forgetting her — if I saw, you only moderately 
attracted by one or other of the charming women whom 
we know here — I should say let us neyer speak again, 
or think again, of Mrs. Van Brandt. But, my dear, 
your heart is closed to every woman but one. Be happy 
in your own way, and let me see it before I die. The 
wretch to whom that poor creature is sacrificing her life' 
will sooner or later ill-treat her, or desert her — and then 
she must turn to you. Don’t let her think you are 
resigned to the loss of her. The more resolutely yon 
set her spruples at defiance, the more she will love and 
admire you in secret. Women are liko that. Bend 
her a letter— and follow it with a little present. You 
talked of taking me to the studio of the young artist 
here, who left his card the other day. I am told that 
he paints admirable portraits in miniature. Why not 
send your portrait to Mrs. Van Brandt ?” 

Here was the idea of which I had been vainly in 
search! Quite superfluous as a method of pleading 
my cause with Mrs. Van Brandt, the portrait offered 
the best of all moans of communicating with Mis3 
Dunross— -without absolutely violating the engagement 
to which her father had pledged me. In this way, 
without writing a word, without even sending a message, 



'I might tellher how gratefully she was .remembered ; 
;I might remind her of me tenderly in th# bitterest 
moments of her sad and solitary life. 

The same day I went to the artist privately. The 
sittings were afterwards continued during the hours 
while my mother was resting in her room, until the, 
portrait was completed- I caused it to fee enclosed 
in a plain gold locket, with a chain attached ; and Z 
forwarded my gift, in the first instance, to the one 
person whom I could trust to assist me in arranging 
for the conveyance of it to its destination. This was 
the old friend (alluded to in these pages as “ Sir 
James ”) who had taken me with him to Shetland in 
the Government yacht. 

I had no reason, in writing the necessary explana- 
tions, to express myself to Sir James with any reserve. 
On the voyage back, we had more than once spoken 
together confidentially of Miss Dunross. Sir James had 
heard her sad story from the resident medical man at 
Lerwick, who had been an old companion of his in their 
college days. Requesting him to confide my gift to this 
gentleman, I did not hesitate to acknowledge the doubt 
that oppressed me, in relation to the mystery of the 
black veil. It was of course impossible to decide whether 
the doctor would be able to relieve that doubt. I could 
only venture to suggest that the question might be 
guardedly put, in making the customary inquiries after 
the health of Miss Dunross. 

In those days of slow communication, I had to wait, 
not for days but for weeks, before I could expect to 
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receive Sir James’s answer. His letter only reached mt 
after an unusually long delay. For this, or for some 
other reason whieh I cannot divine, I felt so strongly 
the foreboding of had news that 1 abstained from break- 
ing the seal in my mother’s presenee. I waited until I 
could retire to my own room — and then I opened the 
letter. 

My presentiment had not deceived me. Sir James’s 
reply contained these words only : “ The lines that 1 
enclose tell their own sad story, without help from me. 
I cannot grieve for her. I feel heartily sorry for you." 

The letter thus described was addressed to Sir James 
by the doctor at Lerwick. I copy it without comment, 
in these words : — 

“ The late stormy weather has delayed the vessel, by 
means of which we communicate with the mainland. I 
have only received your letter to-day. With it, there 
has arrived a little box, containing a gold locket and 
chain ; being the present which you ask me to convey 
privately to Miss Dunross, from a friend of yours whose 
name you are not at liberty to mention. 

“ In transmitting these instructions, yon have inno- 
cently placed me in a position of extreme difficulty. 

“ The poor lady for whom the gift is intended, is near 
the end of her life — a life of such complicated and 
terrible suffering that death comes, in her case, literally 
as a mercy and a deliverance. , Under these melancholy 
circumstances, I am, I* think, not to blame, if I hesitate 
to give her the locket in secret ; not knowing, with vyhai 



associations this keepsake is connected, or of what 
serious agitation it may not possibly be the*eause, 

“ In' this state of doubt, I hare ventured, on. opening 
the locket — and my hesitation is naturally increased. 
I am quite ignorant of the remembrances which my 
unhappy patient may connect with the portrait.. I don’t 
know whether it will give her pleasure or pain to receive 
it, in' her last moments on earth. I can only resolve to 
take it with me, when I see her to-morrow* and to let 
circumstances decide whether I shall risk giving it to 
her or not. Our post to the south only leaves this place 
in three days’ time. So I can keep my letter open* and 
jjlet you know the result. 

a 

“ I have seen her ; and I have just returned to my 
own house.. My distress of ,mind is great. But I will 
do my best to write intelligibly and fully of what has 
happened. 

“ Her sinking energies, when I first saw her this 
morning, had rallied for the moment. The nurse 
informed me that she slept during the early hours of the 
new day. Previously to this there were symptoms pi 
fever; accompanied by some slight delirium. The 
words that escaped her in this condition, appear tq have 
related mainly to an absent person whom she spoke of 
by the name of ‘ George.’ Her ono anxiety, I am told, 
was to see ‘ George ’ again before she died. 

“Hearing this, it struck me as barely possible, 
that the portrait in the locket might be the portrait of 
the. absent person. I sent her nurse out of the room ; 
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and took her hand in mine. Trusting partly to her own 
admirable courage and strength of mind, and partly to 
the confidence which 1 knew Bhe placed in me as an old 
friend and adviser, I adverted to the words which had 
fallen from her in the feverish state. And then I said, 
* Ten know that any secret of yours is safe in my keep- 
ing. Tell me, do you expect to receive any little 
keepsake or memorial from George ? ’ 

“It was a risk to run. The blaclrVeil which she 
always wears was over her face. I had nothing to tell 
me of the effect which I was producing on her, except 
the changing temperature or the partial movement of 
her hand, as it lay in mine, just under the silk coverlet 
of the bed. 

“She said nothing at first. Her hand turned 
suddenly from cold to hot, and closed with a quick 
pressure on mine. Her breathing becalme oppressed. 
When she spoke, it wfts with difficulty. She told me 
nothing ; she only put a question. 

“ ‘ Is he here ? ’ she asked. 

“ I said, * Nobody is here but myself.’ 

“ ‘ Is there a letter ? ’ 

“ I said, ‘ No.’ 

“ She was silent for a while. Her hand turned cold ; 
the grasp of her fingers loosened. * She spoke again : 

' Be quick, doctor ! Whatever it is, give it to me before 
I die.’ 

“ I risked the experiment ; I opened the locket, ,and 
put it into her hand. 

“So far as I could discover, she refrained from 
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looking at it, at first. She said, ‘ Tam me In the bed* 
with my face to the wall.’ I obeyed her. With bet 
back tamed towards me, she lifted her veil ; and then 
(as I suppose) she looked at the portrait. A long low 
cry— not of sorrow or pain ; a cry of rapture and 
delight— burst from her. I heard her kiss, the portrait. 
Accustomed as I, am in my profession to piteous sights 
and sounds, I never remember so completely losing my 
self-control as Most it at that moment. I was obliged: 
to turn away to the window. 

"Hardly a minute could have passed before I was 
back again at the bedside. The veil was drawn onec 
more over her face. Her voice had sunk again ; I could 
only hear what she said, by leaning over her, and 
placing my ear close to her lips, 

‘“Put it round my neck,’ she whispered. 

" I clasped the chain of the locket round her neck. 
She tried to lift her hand to it— but her strength failed 
her. 

" ‘ Help me to hide it,’ she said. 

"I guided her hand. She hid the locket in her 
bosom, under the white dressing-gown which Bhewore 
that day. The oppression in her breathing increased. 

1 raised her on the pillow. The pillow was not high 
enough. .1 rested her head on my shoulder; and 
partially opened her veil. She spoke again ; feeling a 
momentary relief. 

“ ‘ Promise,’ she said, * that no stranger’s hand shall 
touch me. Promise to bury me, as I am now.’ 

"I gave her my promise. 
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“ Her failing breath quickene^^Jl&e was just able 
to articulate the next words : 

“ ‘ Cover my face again.’ 

*< I drew the veil over her face. She rested. awhile 
in silence. Suddenly, the sound of her labouring respira- 
tion ceased. She started and raised her head from my 
Bhoulder. 

“ * Are you in pain ? ’ I asked. 

‘ I am in Heaven ! ’ she answered. 

“ Her head dropped back on my breast as she spoke. 
In that last outburst of joy, her last breath had passed. 
The moment of her supreme happiness, and the moment 
of her death were one. The mercy of God had found her 
at last. 

“ I return to my letter before the post goes out. 

“ I have taken the necessary measures, for the per- 
formance of my promise. She will bo buried, with the 
locket hidden in her bosom, and with the black veil over 
her face. No nobler creature over breathed the breath 
of life. Tell the stranger who sent her his portrait that 
her last moments were joyful moments — through his 
remembrance of her. as expressed by his gift. 

“ I observe a passage in your letter to which I have 
• not yet replied. You ask me if there was any more 
serious reason for the persistent hiding of her face under 
the veil, than the reason she was accustomed to give to 
the persons about her. It is true that she suffered under 
a morbid sensitiveness to the action of light. It is also 
true that this was not the only result, or the worst 
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result, of the malady that afflicted her. She had another 
reason for keeping her face hidden — a reason known to 
two persons only: to the doctor who lives in the village 
r father's house, and to myself. We are both 
. never to divulge to any living creature what our 
?iyes alone have seen. We have kept our terrible secret, 
even from her father, and we shall carry it with us to 
our graves. X have no more to say on this melancholy 
subject to the person in whose interests you write. 
When he thinks of her now, let him think of the beauty 
which no bodily affliction could profane — the beauty of 
the freed Spirit, eternally happy in its union with the 
angels of God. £ . . 

“ I may add, before I close my letter, that the poor 
old father will not be left in cheerless solitude at the 
lake house. He will pass the remainder of his daya 
under my roof ; with my good wife to take care of him, 
and my children to remind him of the brighter side of 
life." 


So the letter ended. I put it away, and went out. 
The solitude of my room forewarned me unendurably of 
the coming solitude in my own life. My interests in 
this busy world were now narrowed to one object — to the 
care of my mother’s f ailin g health. Of the two women 
whose hearts had once beaten in loving sympathy with 
mine, one lay in her grave, and the other Was lost to me 
in a foreign land. On the drive by the sea X met my 
mother, in her little pony-chaise, moving slowly under 
the mild Wintry sunshine. I dismissed the man who 
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was in attendance on her, and walked by the side of the 
chaise with the reins in my hand. We chatted quietly 
on trivial subjects. I closed my eyes to the dreary 
future that was before me ; and tried, in the intervals of 
the heart-ache, to live resignedly in the passing hour. 


CHAPTER XXYIH. 

THE PHYSICIAN’S OPINION. 

» 4 

Six months have elapsed. Summer-time has come 
again. 

The last parting is over. Prolonged by my care, the 
days of my mother’s life have come to their end. She 
has died in my arms ; her last words have been spoken 
to me, her last look on earth has been mine. I am now, 
in the saddest and plainest meaning of the words, alone 
in the world. 

The affliction which has befallen mo has left certain 
duties to be performed that require my presence in 
London. My house is let; I am staying at an hotel. 
My friend, Sir James (also in London on businoss), has 
rooms near mine. We breakfast and dine together in 
my sitting-room. For the moment, solitude is dreadful 
to me — and yet, I cannot go into society ; 1 shrink from 
persons who are mere acquaintances. At^Six James’s 
suggestion, however, one visitor at our hotel has been 
asked to dine with us, who claims distinction as no 
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ordinary guest. The physician who warned w» 
the critical state of ray mother's health, \is anxious to 
hear -what I can tell him of her last moments. His 
time is too precions to be wasted in the earlier hours of 
the day; and he joins us at the dinner -table when his 
patients leave him free to visit his friends. 

The dinner is nearly at an end. I have made the 
effort to preserve my self-control ; and, in. few words, I 
have told the simple story of my mother’s last peaceful 
days on earth. The conversation turns next on topics 
of little interest to me : my mind rests after the effort 
that it has made ; my observation is left free to exert 
itself as usual. 

Little by little, while tire talk goes on, I observe 
something in the conduct of the celebrated physician 
which firgfc puzzles me, and then arouses my suspicion 
of some motive for his presence, which has nob been 
acknowledged, and in which I am concerned. 

Over and over again, I discover that his eyes are 
resting on me with a furtive interest and attention which 
he seems anxious to conceal. Over and over again, I 
notice that he contrives to divert the conversation from 
general topics, and to lure me into talking of myself ; 
and, stranger still (unless I am quite mistaken), Sir. 
James understands and encourages him. Under various 
pretences, I am questioned about what I have suffered in 
the past, and what plans of life I have formed for the 
future. Among other subjects of personal interest to 
me, the subject of supernatural appearances is intro- 
duced. I am asked if I believe in occult spiritual 
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sympathies, and in ghostly apparitions of dead or distant 
persons. I am dexterously led into hinting that my 
views on this difficult and debateable 'question are in 
some degree influenced by experiences of toy own. 
Hints, however, are not enough to satisfy the doctor’s 
innocent curiosity ; he tries to induce me to relate in 
detail what I have myself seen and felt. But, by this 
time, I am on my guard : I make excuses ; I steadily 
abstain from taking my friend into my confidence. It is 
more and more plain to me that I am being made the 
subject of an experiment, in which Sir James and the 
physician are equally interested. Outwardly assuming 
to be guiltless of any suspicion of what is going on, I 
inwardly determine to discover the true motive for the 
doctor’s presence that evening, and for the part that Sir 
James has taken in inviting him to be my guest; 

Events favour my purpose, soon after the dessert has 
been placed on the table. 

The waiter enters the room, with a letter for me, and 
announces that the bearer waits to know if there is any 
answer. I open the envelope, and flud inside a few 
lines from my lawyers, announcing the completion of 
some formal matter of business. I at once seize the 
opportunity that is offered to me. Instead of sending a 
verbal message downstairs, I make my apologies, and 
use the letter as a pretext for leaving the room. 

Dismissing tho messenger who waits below, I return 
to the corridor in -which my rooms are situated, and 
softly open the door of my bedchamber. A second door 
communicates with the sitting-room, and has A tettti- 
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Mo* in the upper part of it. I have only, to stand under 
the ventilator, and every word of the conversation be- 
tween Sir James and the physician roaches roy. ears. 

“ Then you think I am right ? ” are the first words I 
hear, in Sir James’s voioe. 

“ Quite right,” the doctor answers. 

“I have done my best to make him change his dull 
way of life,” Sir James proceeds. “ I have asked him to 
pay a visit to my house in Scotland ; I have proposed 
travelling with him on the Continent ; I have offered to 
take him with mo, on toy nest voyage in the yacht. Be 
has but one answer — he simply Bays No to everything 
that I can suggest. You have heard from his own lips 
that he has no definite plans for .the future. What is to 
become of him ? what had we better do ? ” 

“ It if not easy to say,” I hear the physician reply. 
“ To speak plainly, the man’s nervous system is 
seriously deranged. I notioed something strange in him 
when he first came to consult me about his mother’s 
health. The mischief has not been caused entirely by 
the affliction of her death. In my belief, his mind has 
been — what shall I say ? — unhinged, for some time past. 
He is a very reserved person. 1 suspect he has been 
oppressed by anxieties which ho has kept secret from 
every one. At his age, the unacknowledged troubles of 
life are generally troubles caused by women. It is in 
his temperament to take the romantic view of love ; and 
some matter-of-fact woman of the present day may have 
bitterly disappointed him. Whatever may be the cause, 
tbe effect is plain — his nerves have broken down; and 
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his brain is necessarily affected by whatever affects his 
nerves. I have known men in his condition, who havl 
ended badly. He may drift into insane delusions, if his 
present course of life is not altered. Did you hear what 
he said when we talked about ghosts ? ” 

“ Sheer nonsense ! ” Sir 'James remarks. 

“ Sheer delusion would be the more correct form of 
expression,” the doctor rejoins. “And other delusions 
may flow out of it, at any moment.” 

“ What is to be done ? ” persists Sir JameB ; “ I may 
really say for myself, doctor, that I feel a fatherly 
interest in the poor fellow. His mother was one of my 
oldest and dearest friends — and he has inherited many 
of her engaging and endearing qualities. I hope you 
don’t think the case is bad enough to be a ease for 
restraint ? ” 

“Certainly not, as yet,” answers the doctor. “So 
far there is no positive brain disease ; and there is 
accordingly no sort of reason for placing him under 
restraint. It is essentially a doubtful and a diflicult 
case. Have him privately looked after by a competent 
person, and thwart him in nothing, if you can possibly 
help it. The merest trifle may excite his suspicions— 
and, if that happens, we lose all control over him.” 

“ You don’t think he suspects us already — do you, 
doctor ? ” , 

“ I hope not. I saw him once or twice look at me 
rather strangely — and he has certainly been a long time 
out of the room.” 

Hearing this, I wait to hear no more, X returnip 
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the sitting-room (by way of tho corridor) aiadrestime rqy 
filaee at the table. , ’ 

•' The indignation that I feel — naturally enough, I 
think, under the circumstances^— makes a good actor of 
me, for once in my life. I invent the necessary excuse 
for my long absence, and take my part in the converse- ' 
tion; keeping the strictest guard on every word thati f 
escapes mo, without betraying any appearance of 
restraint in my manner. Early in the evening, ffee 
doctor leaves us, to go to a scientific meeting. 'For 
half an hour more Sir James remains with . me. By 
Way, as I suppose, of further testing the state of my 
mind, he renews the invitation to his house in Scotland. 

I pretend to feel flattered by his -anxiety to secure me as 
his guest. I undertake to reconsider my first refusal, 
and to give him a definite answer when we meet the 
next morning at breakfast. Sir James is delighted; we 
6hake hands cordially, and wish each other good night. 
At last I am left alone. * 

My resolution as to my next course of proceeding is 
formed without a moment’s hesitation. I determine to 
leave the hotel privately the next morning, before Sir 
James is ont of his bed-room. . 

To what destination I am to betake myself is 
naturally the next question that arises — and this also I 
easily decide. During the last days of my mother’s life, 
we spoke together frequently of the happy past days 
when we Were living on the banks of the Greenwater 
lake. The longing thus inspired to look once more at 
the old Scenes, to live for awhile again among the old 
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associations, has grown on a® since my mottles #eath. 
I hare, happily for myself, not spoken of this feeling to 
Sir James, or to any other person. When I am missed 
at the hotel, there will be no suspicion of the direction 
in which I have turned my steps. To the old home in 
Suffolk I resolve to go the next morning. Wandering 
«nmong the scenes of my boyhood, I can consider with 
myself how I may best hear the burden of the life that 
lies before me. 

After what I have heard that evening, I confide in 
nobody. For all I know to the contrary, my own 
servant may be employed to-morrow as the spy who 
watches my actions. When the man makes his appear- 
ance to take his orders for the night, I tell him to wake 
me at six o’clock the next morning, and release him 
from further attendance. 

I next employ myself in writing two letters. They 
will be left on the table, to speak for tbemselves after 
my departure. 

In the first letter, I briefly inform Sir James that',1 
have discovered his true reason for inviting the doctor to 
dinner. While I thank him for the interest he takes in 
my welfare, I decline to be made the object of any 
further medical inquiries as to the state of my mind. 
In due course of time, when my plans are settled, he 
will hear from mo again. Meanwhile, he need feel no 
anxiety about- my safety. It is one among my other 
delusions to believe that I am still perfectly capable of 
taking care of myself. My second letter is addressed 
to the landlord of the hotel, and simply provides for 
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the disposal of my luggage, and the payment of> w*y 
bilL • ' V, i' ' • •' 

I enter my bed-room next, and pack a travelling-bag 
with the few things that I can carry with me. My.' 
money is in my dressing-case. Opening it, I discover, 
my pretty keepsake — the green flag. Can I, return to 
Greenwater Broad, can I look again at .the bailiffs 
cottage, without the one memorial of little, Mary that I 
possess ? Besides, have I not promised Miss DunroflB 
that Mary’s gift shall always go with me, wherever I go ; 
and is the promise not doubly sacred, now that she is 
dead ? For a while, I sit idly looking at the device on 
the flag — the white dove, embroidered on the greett 
ground, with the golden olive-branch in its beak. The 
innocent love-story of my early life returns to my 
memory — and shows me in horrible contrast the life that 
I am leading now. I fold np the flag, and place it care- 
fully in my travelling-bag. This done, all is done. I 
may rest till the morning comes. 

No ! I lie down in bed — and I discover that there 
is no rest for me, that night. 

Now that I have no occupation to keep my energies 
employed — now that my first sense of triumph in the 
discomfiture of tho friends who have plotted against 
me has had time to subside — my mind reverts to the 
conversation that I have overheard, and considers it 
from a new point of view. For the first time the terrible 
question confronts me: — The doctor’s opinion on my 
case has been given very positively : how do I know that 
the doctor is not right ? 
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<, This famous physician has risen to the head of his 
profession, entirely by his own abilities. He is not one 
of the medical men who succeed by means of an ingrati- 
ating manner and the dexterous handling of good oppor- 
tunities. Even his enemies admit that he stands 
unrivalled in the art of separating the true conditions 
i from the false in the discovery of disease, and in tracing 
effects accurately to their distant and hidden cause. 
Is such a man as this likely to be mistaken about me ? 
Is it not far more probable that I am mistaken in my 
judgment of myself ? 

When I look back over past years, am I quite sure 
that the strange events which I recall may not, in certain 
cases, be the visionary product of my own disordered 
brain— realities to me, and to no one else ? What are 
the dreams of Mrs. Van Brandt ; what are the ghostly 
apparitions of her which I believe myself to have seen ? 
Delusions which have been the stealthy growth of years? 
Delusions , which are leading me by slow degrees nearer 
and nearer to madness in the end? Is it insane sus- 
picion which has made me so angry with the good 
friends who have been trying to save my reason? Is 
it insane terror which sets me on escaping from the 
hotel like a criminal escaping from prison ? 

These are the questions that torment me, while I am 
alone in the dead of night. My bed becomes a place 
of unendurable torture. I rise and dress myself; and 
wait for the daylight, looking through my open window 
into the street. 

The summer night is short. The grey light of dawn 



comes to me like a deliverance ; the glowof the glorious 
sunrise cheers my soul once more. Whyehould I trait' 
in the room that is still haunted by my horrible doubts 
of the night? I take .up my travelling-bag; I leave 
my letters on the sitting-room table ; and I descend the 
stairs to the house door. The night-porter at the hotel 
is slumbering in his chair. He wakes as I pass him:; 
and (God help me 1) he, too, looks as if he thought l iras , 


mad. 


“Going to leave us already, sir ? ” he sayst, looking 
at the bag in my hand. , ; . ^ 

Mad or sane, I am ready with my reply. , I tell him 
I am going out for a day in the country — and to make 
it a long day I must start early. , . • 

The man still staros at me. He asks if he shall find 
somebody to carry my hag. I decline to let anybody 
be disturbed. He inquires if I have any message to 
leave for my friend. I inform him that I have left 
written messages upstairs for Sir James and the land- 
lord. Upon this, he draws the bolts and opens the door. 
To the last he looks at me as if he thought I was mad. 


Is he right or wrong ? Who can answer for himself ? ■ 
How can I tell ? 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

*" A LAST LOOK AT GREEN WATER BROAD. 

My spirits rose as I walked through the bright empty 
streets, and breathed the fresh morning air.. 

Making my way eastward through the great city, I 
stopped at the first office that I passed, and secured 
my place by the early coach to Ipswich. Thence I 
travelled with post horses to the market town which 
was nearest to Greenwater Broad. A walk of a few 
miles in the cool evening brought me, through well- 
remembered by-roads, to our old house. By the last 
rays of the setting sun I looked at the familiar rows 
of windows in front, and saw- that the shutters were 
all closed. Not a living creature was visible anywhere. 
Not even a dog barked, as I rang the great bell at the 
door. The place was deserted ; the house was shut up. 

After a long delay, I heard heavy footsteps in the 
hall. An old man opened the door. 

Changed as he was, I remembered him as one of our 
tenants in the bygone time. To his astonishment, I 
greeted him by his name. On his side, he tried hard to 
recognize me, and evidently tried in vain. No doubt 
I was the most sadly changed of the two — I was obliged 
to introduce myself. The poor fellow’s withered face 
brightened slowly and timidly, as if he was half in- 
capable, half afraid, of indulging in the unaccustomed 
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luxury of a smile*. In his confusion, he hade me wel- 
come home again, as if the house bad been mine ! 

Taking me into the little back room which he in- 
habited, the old man gave me all he had to offer — a> 
supper of bacon and eggs, and a glass of home-brewed 
beer. He was evidently puzzled to understand me, 
when I informed him that the only object of my visit 
was to look once more at tho familiar scenes round 
my old home. But h e willingly placed his services at 
my disposal ; and he engaged to do his best, if I wished 
it, to make me up a bed for the night. 

The house had been closed, and the establishment 
of servants had been dismissed for more than a year 
past, A passion for horse-racing,- developed late in life, 
had ruined tho rich retired tradesman who had become 
our tenant at the time of our family troubles. He bad 
gone abroad with his wife, to livo on the little income 
that had been saved from the wreck of his fortune ; and 
he had left the house and lands in such a state of 
neglect that no new tenant had thus far been found 
to take them. My old Mend, now “past his work,” 
had been put in charge of the place. As for Dermody's 
cottage, it was empty, like the house. I was at perfect 
liberty to look over it if I liked. There was the key 
of the door, on the bunch with the others ; and here 
was the old man, with his old hat on his head, ready 
to accompany me wherever I .pleased to go. I declined 
to trouble him to accompany me, or to make mie up 
a bed in tho lonely house. The night was fine, the 
moon was rising. 1 had supped ; I had rested. When 
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I had seen what I wanted to see, I could easily walk 
hack to the market town, and sleep at the inn. 

Taking the key in my hand, I set forth alone on 
the way through the grounds which led to Dermody’s 
cottage. 

Again I followed the woodland paths, along which 
I had once idled so happily with my little Mary. At 
every step, I saw something that reminded me of her. 
Here was the rustic bench, on which wo had sat together 
under the shade of the old codar tree, and vowed to be 
constant to each other to the end of our lives. There 
was the bright little water-spring, from which wo drank 
when we were weary and thirsty in sultry summer days, 
still bubbling its way downward to the lako as cheerily 
as ever. As I listened to the companionable murmur 
of the stream, I almost expected to see her again, in her 
simple white frock and straw hat, singiug to the music 
of the rivulet, and freshening bor nosegay of wild flowers 
by dipping it in the cold water. A few steps further on, 
and I reached a clearing in the wood, and stood on a 
little promontory of rising ground, which commanded 
the prettiest view of the Grcenwater lake. A platform 
of wood was built out from the bank, to bo used for 
bathing by good swimmers, who were not afraid of a 
plunge into deep water. I stood on the platform, and 
looked round me. The trees that fringed the shore on 
either side murmured thejr sweet sylvan music in the 
night air ; the moonlight trembled softly on the rippling 
water. Away on my right hand, I could just see the 
old w'ooden shod that once sheltered my boat, in the 
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days when Mary went sailing, with me,*; and-worked 
the green flag. On toy left was the wooden paling that ", 
followed the curves of the winding creek? and beyond 
ft rose the brown arches of the Deooy for wild fowl, now 
falling to ruin for want of use. Guided by the radiant , 
moonlight, I could see the very spot on whioh Mary a»4 
I had stood to watch the snaring of the ducks. Through 
the hole in the paling, before which the decoyrdog had 


shown himself at Dermody’s signal, a water-rat now 
passed, like a little black shadow on the bright ground, 
and was lost in the waters of the lake. Look where I . 
might, the happy bygone time looked back in mockery ? 
and the voices of the past came to me with their burden 
of reproach : See what your life jvas once ! Is your life 
worth living now? 

I picked up a stone, and threw it into the lake. I 
watched the circling ripples round the place at which 
it had sunk. I wondered whether a practised swimmer 
like myself had ever tried to commit suicide by drowning, 
and had been so resolute to die that he had resisted the 
temptation to let his own skill keep him from sinking,. 
Something in the lake itself, or something in connection 
with the thought that it had put into my mind, revolted 
me. I turned my hack suddenly on the lovely view, and 
took the path through the wood which led to the bailiff’s 
cottage. 

Opening the door with my key, I groped my way 
into the well-remembered parlour ; and, unbarring the 
window-shutters, I let in the light of the moon. 

, y& h a. heavy heart, I looked round me. The old 
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furniture, renewed perhaps in one or two places, asserted 
its mute claim to my recognition in every part of the 
room. The tender moonlight streamed into the comer 
in which little Mary and I used to nestle together, while 
Dame Dermody was at the window reading her mystic 
boots. . Overshadowed by the obscurity in the opposite 
corner, I discovered the high-backed armchair of carved 
oak in which the Sibyl of the cottage sat, on the memor- 
able day When she warned us of our coming separation, 
and gave us her blessing for the last time. Looking 
next round the walls of tlie room, I recognized old Mends 
wherever my eyes happened to rest — the gaudily coloured 
prints ; the framed pictures in fine needlework which we 
thought wonderful efforts of art ; the old circular mirror 
to which I used to lift Mary when she wanted to “ sec 
her face in the glass.” Wherever the moonlight pene- 
trated, there it showed me some familiar object" that 
recalled my happiest days. Again, the bygone time 
looked back in mockery. Again, the voices of the past 
came to me with their burden of reproach : See what 
your life was once ! Is your life worth living now ? 

I sat down at the window, where 1 could just discover, 
here and there between, the trees, the glimmer of the 
waters of the lake. I thought to myself: — “Thus far, 
my mortal journey has brought me. Why not end it 
here ? ” 

Who would grieve for me, if my suicide was reported 
to-morrow? Of all living men, I had, perhaps, the 
smallest number of friends ; the fewest duties to perform 
towards others; the least reason to hesitate at lCavin 
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» world which had no place in it for myambition, aft y 
creature in it for my love. . /, 

Besides, what necessity was there fop letting it be 
known that my death was a death of my bwn seeking? 

It could easily be left to represent itself as a death by 
accident. 

On that fine summer night, and after a long day 
of travelling, might I not naturally take a bath in the 
cool water before I went to bed ? And practised as I was 
in the exercise of swimming, might it not nevertheless 
he my misfortune to he attacked by cramp? On the 
lonely shores of Gxeenwater Broad, the cry of a drowning 
man would bring no help at night : “ the fatal ” accident 
would explain itself. There was .literally hut one diffi- 
culty in my way — the difficulty which had already 
occurred to my mind. Could I sufficiently master the 
animal instinct of self-preservation, to deliberately let 
myself sink at the first plunge ? 

The atmosphere in the room felt close and heavy. 

I went out, and walked to and fro — now in the shadow, , 
and now in the moonlight — under the trees before the 
cottage door. 

Of the moral objections to suicide, not one had any 
influence over me now. I, who had once found it 
impossible to excuse, impossible even to understand, the 
dospair which had driven Mrs. Van Brandt to attempt 
self-destruction — I now contemplated with composure 
the very act which had horrified me when I saw it 
committed by another person! Well may we hesitate 
^o qtffiftemn the frailties of our fcllow-crcatures — for the 
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one unanswerable reason that we can never feel sure 
how soon similar temptations may not, lead us to be 
guilty of the same frailties ourselves. Looking back 
at the events of that night, I can recall but one con- 
sideration that stayed my feet on the fatal path which 
led back to the lake. I still doubted whether it would 
bo possible for such a swimmer as I was to drown 
himself. This was all that troubled my mind. For the 
rest, my Will was made ; and I had few other affairs 
which remained unsettled. No lingering hope was left 
in me of a re-union in the future with Mrs. Van Brandt. 
She had never written to me again : I had never, since 
our last parting, seen her again in my dreams. She 
was doubtless reconciled to her life abroad. I forgave 
her for having forgotten me. My thoughts of her, and 
of others, were the forbearing thoughts of a man whose 
mind was withdrawn already from the world, whose 
views were narrowing fast to the one idea of his own 
death. 

I grew weary of walking up and down. The lone- 
liness of tho place began to oppress me. The sense of 
my own indecision irritated my nerves. After a long 
look at the lake, through the trees, I came to a positive 
conclusion at last. I determined to try if a good swim- 
mer could drown himself. 



CHAPTEE XXX. 


A VISION OP THE NIGHT. 

Buttoning to the cottage parlour, I took a chair by the 
window, and opened my pocket-book at a blank page. I 
had certain directions to give to my representatives, 
which might spare them some trouble and uncertainty 
in the event of my death. Disguising my last instruc- 
tions, under the commonplace heading of “Memoranda 
on my return to London,” I began to write. 

I had filled one page of the pocket-book, and had 
just turned to the next — when I became conscious of a 
difficulty in fixing my attention on the subject that was 
before it. I was at once reminded of the similar diffi- 
culty which I felt, in Shetland, when I had tried vainly to 
arrange the composition of the letter to my mother 
which Miss Dunross was to write. By way of com- 
pleting the parallel my thoughts wandered now, as they 
had wandered then, to my latest remembrances of Mrs. 
Van Brandt, bn a minute or two I began to feel once 
more the strange physical sensations which I had first 
experienced in the garden at Mr. Dmiross’s house. The 
same mysterious trembling shuddered through mo from 
head to foot. I looked about me again, with no distinct 
consciousness of what the objects were on which my eyes 
rested. My nerves trembled, on that lovely summer 
night, as if there had been an electric disturbance in the 
atmosphere, and a storm coming. I laid my pocket- 



book and pencil on the table, and rose to go outugain 
tinder the trees. Even the trifling efiort to cross the 
room proved to be an effort that ‘was beyond my power. 
I stood rooted to the spot, with my face tamed towards 
the moonlight streaming in at the open door. ■ : 

A ninter x fll passed j and, as I still looked out through 
the dooir^ I became aware of something moving, far down 
among the trees that fringed the shore of the lake. The 
first impression produced on me was of two grey shadows 
winding their way slowly towards me between the trunks 
of the trees. By fine degrees the shadows assumed a 
more and more marked outline, until they presented 
themselves in the likeness of two robed figures, one taller 
than the other. While they glided nearer and nearer, 
their grey obscurity of hue melted away. They bright- 
ened softly with an inner light of their own, as they 
approached the open space before the door. For the 
third time I stood in the ghostly presence of Mrs. Van 
Brandt — and with her, holding her hand, I beheld a 
second apparition never before revealed to me, the 
apparition of her child. 

Hand in hand, shining in their unearthly brightness 
through the bright moonlight itself, the two stood before 
me. The mother’s face looked at me once more with 
the sorrowful and pleading eyes which I remembered so 
well. But the face of the child was innocently radiant 
with an angelic smile. I waited, in unutterable expecta- 
tion, for the word that was to be spoken, for the move- 
ment that was to come. The movement came first. 
The child released its hold on the mother’s kaad, and, 



floating slowly upward, remained poisedjn mid-air-^a 
softly glowing Presenoe, shining out of the darkbaek- 
ground of the trees. The mother glided into tire room* 
and stopped at the table on which I had laidmy pocket- 
book and pencil, when I could no longer write, Asi^ 
before, she took the pencil, and wrote on the blank page. : 
As before, she beckoned to me to step nearer to her. 

I approached her outstretched hand, and felt once more 
the mysterious rapture of her touch on my bosom, arid 
heard once more her low melodious tones, repeating the 
words: “Bemember me. Como to me.” Her hand 
dropped from my bosom. The pale light which revealed , 
her to me quivered, sank, vanished. She had spoken. 
She had gone. 

I drew to me the open pocket-book. And, this time, I 
saw in the writing of the ghostly hand these words only : 

“ Follow the Child.” 

I looked out again at the lonely night landscape. 

There, in mid-air, shining softly out of the dark 
background of the trees, still hovered the starry appari- 
tion of the child. 

Advancing, without conscious will of my own, 1 
crossed the threshold of the door. The softly glowing 
Vision of the child moved away before me among 'the 
trees. I followed, like a man spell-bound. The appari- 
tion, floating slowly onward, led me out of the wood and 
past my old home, back to the lonely by-roads along 
which I had walked from the market town to the house. 
From time to time, as we two went on our way, the 
bright figure of the child paused, hovering low in the 
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cloudless sky. Its radiant face looked, down smiling on 
me: it beckoned, with its little hand — and floated on 
again, leading mo as the Star led the Eastern Sages in 
the olden’time. • 

I reached the town. The airy figure of the child 
paused, hovering over the house at which I had left tty 
travelling carriage in the evening. I ordered the horses 
to be harnessed again for another journey. The postil- 
lion waited for his further directions. I looked up. The 
child’s hand was pointing southward along the read that 
led to London. I gave the man instructions to return 
to the place at which I had hired the carriage. At 
intervals, as we proceeded, I looked out through the 
window. The bright figure of the child still floated on 
before me, gliding low in the cloudless sky. Changing 
the horses Btage by stage, I went on till the night ended 
— went on till the sun rose in the eastern heaven. And 
still, whether it was night or whether it was day, the 
figure of the child floated on before mo in its changeless 
and mystic light. Mile after mile, it still led tho way 
southward till we left the country behind us, and, passing 
through the din' and turmoil of the great city, stopped 
under the shadow of the ancient Tower, within view of 
tho river that runs by it. 

The postillion came to the carriage door, to ask if I 
had further need of his services. I had called to him to 
stop, when I saw the figure of the child pause on its airy 
course. I looked upward again. Tho child’s hand 
pointed towards the river. I paid the postillion, and left 
the carriage. Floating on before mo, tho child led the Way 
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to a wharf, crowded with travellers and their luggage. , A 
vessel lay alongside the wharf, ready to sail. The child 
led me on board the vessel, and paused again, hovering 
over me in the smoky air. - 

I looked up. The child looked back, at ine with Its 
radiant smile; and pointed eastward down the river 
towards the distant sea. While my eyes were still fixed 
on the softly glowing figure, I saw it fade away, upward 
and upward into the higher light, as the lark vanishes 
upward and upward in the morning sky. I Was alone 
again with my earthly fellow-beings — left, with no cine 
to guide me but the remembrance of the child’s hand, 
pointing eastward to the distant sea. 

A sailor was near mo, coiling a loosened mooring- 
rope on the deck. I asked him to what port the vessel 
was bound. The man looked at me in surly amazement, 
and answered : — 

“ To Rotterdam.” 


CHAPTER XXXI. 

BY LAND AND SEA 

It mattered little to me to what port the vessel, was 
bound. Go where I might, I knew that I was on my 
way to Mrs. Yan Brandt. She had need of me again ; 
she had claiined me again. Where the visionary hand 
of the ehild had pointed — abroad or at home, it mattered 
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nothings— thither I ?«b destined to go. When I nert set 
my foot on the land, I should he further directed bn the 
journey which lay before me. I believed this as firmly 
as I believed that I had been guided thus far by the 
vision of the child. , 

For two nights I had not slept — my weariness over- 
powered me. I descended to the cabin, and found an 
unoccupied comer in which I could lie down to rest. 
When I awoke, it was night already : the vessel was at 
sea. 

I went on deck to breathe the fresh air. Before 
long the sensation of drowsiness returned ; I slept again, 
for hours together. My friend the physician would no 
doubt have attributed this prolonged need of repose to 
the exhausted condition of my brain, excited by delusions 
which had lasted uninterruptedly for many hours to- 
gether. Let the cause be what it might, during the 
greater part of the voyage I was awake at intervals 
only. The rest of the time I lay like a weary animal, 
lost in sleep. 

When I stepped on shore at Botterdam, my first pro- 
ceeding was to ask my way to the English consulate. I 
had but a small sum of money left ; and, for all I knew 
to the contrary, it might he well, before I did anything 
elso, to take the necessary measures for replenishing my 
purse. 

I had my travelling-bag with me. On the journey to 
Greenwafcer Broad, I had left it at the inn in the market 
town ; and the waiter had placed it in the carriage, when 
I started on my return to London. The bag contained 
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ms cheque-book, and certain letters whiebftssisied me ; 
in proving my identity to the consul fie kindly gave- 
me the necessary introduction to the correspondents at 
Rotterdam of my bankers in London. 

Having obtained my money, and having purchased 
certain necessaries of -which I stood in need, L walked 
slowly along the street; knowing nothing of what my. 
next proceeding was to he, and waiting confidently fin? , 
the event which was to guide me. I had not walked ft 
hundred yards before I noticed the name of “ Vasa 
Brandt,” inscribed on the window-blinds of a house 
which appeared to be devoted to mercantile purposes. 

The street door stood open. A second door on on® 
side of the passage, led into the ^uffice. I entered the 
room, and inquired for Mr. Van Brandt. A clerk who 
spoke English was sent for to communicate with me. 
He told me there were three partners of that name 
in the business, and inquired which of them I wished to .. 
see. I remembered Van Brandt’s Christian name, and 
mentioned it. No such person as “Mr. Ernest Van . 
Brandt ” was known at the office. 

“We are only the branch houBe of the firm of Vatt 
Brandt here,” the clerk explained. “ The head office is 
at Amsterdam. They may know whore Mr. Ernest Van 
Brandt js to be found, if you inquire there.” 

It mattered nothing to mo where I went, so long as I 
was on my way to Mrs. Van Brandt. It was too late to 
travel that day ; I slept at an hotel. The night passed , 
quietly and uneventfully. The next morning I set forth 
by the public conveyance for Amsterdam. 
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Bepeating my inquiries at the head office on my 
arrival, I was referred to one of the partners in the firm. 
He spoke English perfectly ; and he received me with an 
appearance of interest which I was at a loss to account 
for at first. 

“ Mr. Ernest Van Brandt is well known to me,” he 
said. “ May I ask if you are a relative or friend of the 
English lady who has been introduced here as his wife ? ” 

I answered in the affirmative; adding, “I am here 
to give any assistance to the lady of which she may 
stand in need.” 

The merchant’s next words explained the appearance 
of interest with which he had received me. 

“You are most welcome,” he said. “You relieve 
my partners and myself of a great anxiety. I can only 
explain what I mean by referring for a moment to the 
business affairs of my firm. We have a fishing estab- 
lishment at the ancient city of Enkhuizen, on the shores 
of the Zuyder Zee. Mr. Ernest Van Brandt had a 
shar e in it, at one time, which he afterwards sold. Of 
late years our profits from this source have been dimin- 
ishing; and we think of giving up the fishery, unless 
our prospects in that quarter improve after a further 
trial. In the mean time, having a vacant situation in 
the counting-house at Enkhuizen, we thought of Mr. 
Ernest Van Brandt, and offered him the opportunity 
of renewing «his connection with us in the capacity of 
a clerk. He is related to one of my partners ; but I am 
bound in truth to tell you that he is a very bad man. 
Ho has rewarded us for our kindness to him by em- 
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bezzling our money; and lie has taken tb flight-— m. 
what direction we have not yet discovered; The English ; 
lady and her child are left deserted at Enkhuizen— and 
until you came here to-day, we were quite at a loss to 
know what to do with them. I don’t know whether 
you are already aware of it, sir — but the lady’s position 
is made doubly distressing by doubts which we entertain 
of her being really Mr. Ernest Van, Brandt’s wife. To 
our certain knowledge he was privately married t« 
another woman, some years since and we have no 
evidence whatever that the first wife is dead. If we can. 
help you, in any way, to assist your unfortunate , 
countrywoman, pray believe that our services are St 
your disposal." 

With what breathless interest I listened to these 
words, it is needless to say. Van Brandt had deserted 
her ! Surely las mv poor mother had said) she must 
turn to me now ” ? Tho hopes that had abandoned me 
filled my heart once more; the future which I had so 
lon<* feared to contemplate, showed itself again, bright 
with the promise of coming happiness, to my view. 
I thanked the good merchant with a fervour that 
surprised him. “Only help me to find my way to 
Enkhuiaen," I said, “ and I will answer for the rest." 

“The journey will put you to some expense, the 
merchant replied. “Pardon mo if I ask the question 
bluntly. Have you money?” 

“ Plenty of money ! ” * 

“Very good ! The rest will be easy enough. I will 
glahe you under the care of a countryman of yours, who 
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has been employed in our office for many; years. The 
easiest •way for you, as a stranger, will be to go. by 
sea; and the Englishman will show you where to hire 
a boat.” 

* In a few minutes more the clerk and I were on our 
way to the harbour. 

Difficulties which I had not anticipated occurred in 
finding the boat and in engaging a crow. This done, 
it was next necessary to purchase provisions for the 
voyage. Thanks to the experience of my companion, 
and to the hearty goodwill with which he exerted 
it, my preparations were completed before nightfall. 
I was able to Bet sail for my destination on the next 
day. 

The boat had the double advantage, in navigating 
the Zuyder Zee, of being large, and of drawing very 
little water. The captain’s cabin was at the stern ; and 
the two or three men who formed his crew were berthed 
forward, in the bows. The whole middle of the boat, 
partitioned off on the one side and on the other from 
the captain and the crew, was assigued to me for my 
cabin. Under these circumstances, "I had no reason 
to complain of want of space; the vessel measuring 
between fifty and sixty tons. I had a comfortable bed, 
a table, and chairs. The kitchen was well away from 
me, in the forward part of the boat. At my own request, 
I set forth on the voyage without servant or interpreter. 
I preferred being alone.’ The Dutch captain had been 
employed, at a former period of his life, in the mer- 
cantile navy of Prance; and we could communicate, 
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whenever it was necessary or desirable, intheFreneh 
language. 

We left the spires of Amsterdam behind us, and 
sailed over the smooth waters of the river Y on oar way 
to the Zuyder-Zee. ^ 

The ’history of this remarkable Sea is a romance 
in itself. In the days when Eome was mistress of the' 
world it had no existence. Where the waves, now roll, 
vast tracts of forest surrounded a great inland lake 1 , 
with but one river to serve it as an outlet to the sea. 
Swelled by a succession of tempests, the lake overflowed 
its boundaries; its furious waters, destroying every 
obstacle in their course, rested only when they reached 
the farthest limits of the land. .The great Northern 
Ocean burst its way in, through the gaps of ruin ; and, 
from that time, the Zuyder Zee dieted as we know it 
now. The years advanced; the generations of man 
succeeded each other; and on the shores of the new 
ocean there rose great and populous cities, rich in com- 
merce, renowned in history. For centuries their pros- 
perity lasted, before the next in this mighty series 
of changes ripened and repealed itself. Isolated from 
the rest of the world ; vain of themselves and their good 
fortune ; careless of the march of progress in the nations 
round them, the inhabitants of the Zuyder Zee cities 
sank into the fatal torpor of a secluded people. The few 
members of the population who still preserved the relics 
of their old energy emigrated ; while the mass left behind 
witnessed resignedly the diminution of their commerce 
and the decay of their institutions. As the years ad- 
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vaneed to the nineteenth century, the population -was 
reckoned by hundreds, where it had once been numbered 
by thousands. Trade disappeared; wholo streets were 
left desolate. Harbours, once filled with shipping, were 
destroyed by the unresisted accumulation of sand. In 
our times, the decay of these once flourishing cities 
is so completely beyond remedy, that the next great 
change in contemplation is the draining of the now 
dangerous and useless tract of water, and the profitable 
cultivation of the reclaimed land by generations that 
are still to come. Such, briefly told, is the strange 
story of the Zuyder Zee. 

As we advanced on our voyage, and left the river, 
I noticed the tawny hue of the sea, caused by sandbanks, 
which colour the shallow water, and which make tho 
navigation dangerous to inexperienced seamen. 'We 
found' our moorings for the night at the Ashing island 
of Marken — a low, lost, desolate-looking place, as I saw 
it under the last gleams of the twilight. Here and 
there, the gabled cottages, perched on hillocks, rose 
black against the dim grey sky. Here and there, a 
human figure appeared at the water-side, standing fixed 
in contemplation of the strange boat. And that was 
all I saw of the island of Marken. 

Lying awake in the still night, alone on a strange 
sea, there were moments when I found myself beginning 
to doubt tbe reality of my own position. 

Was it all a dream? My thoughts of suicide; my 
vision of the mother and daughter; my journey back 
to the metropolis, led by the apparition of the ehjld j my 
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voyage to Holland ; my night anchorage iathe unknown 
sea — were these,, so to speak, all pieces of the same 
morbid mental puzzle, all delusions from -which I might 
wake at any moment, and find myself restored' to my 
senses again in the hotel at London? Bewildered 
by doubts which led mo farther and. farther from any 
definite conclusion, I loft my bed, and went on deck 
to change the scene. It was a still and cloudy night. 
In the black void round me, the island was a blacker 
shadow yet, and nothing more. The one sound that 
reached my ears was the heavy breathing of the captain 
and his crew, sleeping on either side of me. I Waited, 
looking round and round the circle of darkness in which 
I stood. No new vision showed itself. When I returned 
again to the cabin, and slumbered at last, no dreams 
came to me. All that was mysterious, all that was 
marvellous, in the later events of my life, seemed to 
have been left behind me in England. Once in Holland, 
my course had been influenced by circumstances which 
wore perfectly natural, by commonplace discoveries 
which might have revealed themselves to any man in 
my position. What did this mean? Had my gifts 
as a seer of visions departed from me in the new land 
and among the strange people? Or had my destiny 
led me to the place at which the troubles of my mortal 
pilgrimage were to find their end ? Who could say ? 

Early the next morning, we set sail once more. 

Our course was nearly northward. On one side of 
me was the tawny sea, changing under certain condi- 
tions of the weather to a dull pearl-grey. On the other 
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side, was the flat winding coast, composed alternately of 
yellow sand and bright green meadow-lands : diversified 
at intervals by towns and villages, whoso red-tiled roofs 
and quaint church steeples rose gaily against the clear 
blue sky. The captain suggested to me to visit the 
famous towns of Edam and Hoorn, but I declined to go 
on shore. My one desire was to reach the ancient city 
in which Mrs. Van Brandt had been left deserted.. As 
we altered our course to make for the promontory on 
Which Enkhuizen is situated, the wind fell — then shifted 
to another quarter, and blew with a force which greatly 
increased the difficulties of navigation. I still insisted, 
as long as it was possible to do so, on holding on our 
course. After sunset, the strength of the wind abated. 
The night came without a cloud ; and the starry firma- 
ment gave us its pale and melancholy light. In an hour 
more the capricious wind shifted hack again in our 
favour. Towards ten o’clock we sailed into the desolate 
harbour of Enkhuizen. 

The captain and crew, fatigued by their exertions, 
ate their frugal suppers, and went to rest. In a few 
minutes, I was the only person left awake in the boat. 

* I ascended to the deck, and looked about me. 

Our boat was moored to a deserted quay. Excepting 
a few small vessels visible near us, the harbour ot this 
once prosperous place was a vast solitude of water, 
varied here and there by dreary banks of sand. Looking 
inland, I saw the lonely buildings of the Dead City — 
black, grim and dreadful, under the mysterious starlight. 
Not a human creature, not oven a stray animal, was to 
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be seen anywhere. The place might have been desolated 
by a pestilence, so empty and *so lifeless did it now 
appear. Little more than a hundred years ago, the 
record of its population reached sixty thousand. The 
inhabitants had dwindled to a tenth of that .number 
when 1 looked at Enkhuizen now ! 

I considered with myself what my next course of pro* 
ceeding was to be. ’ : 

The chances were certainly against my discovering 
Mrs. Yan Brandt if I ventured alone and unguided into 
the city at night. On the other hand, now that. I had 
reached the place in which she and her cbOd^WP*® 
living, friendless and deserted, could I patierofly 'wait 
through the weary interval that must elapse before the 
morning came and the town was astir ? I knew my own 
self-tormenting disposition too well to accept this latter 
alternative. Whatever came of it, I determined to walk 
through Enkhuizen, on the hare chance of passing the 
office of the fishery, and of so discovering Mrs. Van 
Brandt’s address. 

First taking the precaution of locking my cabin door, 
I stepped from the bulwark of the vessel to the lonely 
quay, and set forth upon my night wanderings through 
the Dead City. 
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CHAPTEB XXXII. 

UNDER THE WINDOW. 

I set the position of the harbour by my pocket-compos, 
and followed the course of the first street that lay 
before me. 

On either side, as I advanced, the desolate old houses 
frowned on me. There were no lights in the windows, 
no lamps in the street* For a quarter of an hour at 
least I penetrated deeper and deeper on my way into the 
city, Without encountering a living creature — with only 
the starlight to guide me. Turning by chance into a 
street broader than the rest, I at last saw a moving 
figure, just visible ahead, under the shadows of the 
houses. I quickened my pace, and found myself fol- 
lowing a man in the dress of a peasant. Hearing my 
footsteps behind him, he turned and looked at me. 
Discovering that I was a stranger, he lifted a thick 
cudgel that he carried with him, shook it threateningly, 
and called to me in his own language (as I gathered by 
his actions) to stand back. A stranger in Enkhuizen at 
that time of night was evidently reckoned as a robber ini 
the estimation of this citizen ! I had learnt on the 
voyage, from the captain of the boat, how to ask my way 
m Dutch, if. I happened to be by myself in a strange 
"town ; and 1 now repeated my lesson, asking my way td 
the fishing office of Van Brandt. Either my foreigm 
accent made me unintelligible, or the man’s suspicion^? 
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disinclined him to trust me. Again he shook his cudgel; . 
and again he signed to me to stand back. It was useless 
to persist. I crossed to the opposite side of the way, 
and soon afterwards lost sight of him under the portico 
of a house. 

' Still following the windings of the deserted streets, I 
reached what I at first supposed to be the end of the 
town. . 

Before me, for half a mile or more as well as I coold 
guess, rose a tract of meadow-land, with sheep dotted 
over it at intervals, reposing for the night. I advanced 
over the grass, and observed here and there where the 
ground rose a little, some mouldering fragments of brick- 
work. Looking onward, as I reached the middle of the 
meadow; I perceived on its farther sido, towering gaunt 
and black in the night, a lofty arch or gateway, without 
walls at its sides, without a neighbouring building of 
any sort visible, far or near. This (as I afterwards 
learnt) was one of the ancient gates of the city. The 
walls, crumbling to ruin, had been destroyed as useless 
obstacles that cumbered the ground. On the waste 
meadow-land round me had once stood the shops of the 
| richest merchants, the palaces of the proudest nobles, of 
North Holland. I was actually standing on what had 
formerly been the wealthiest quarter of Enkhuizen. And 
what was left of it now? A few mounds of broken 
'bricks, a pasture-land of sweet-smelling ‘'grass, and a 
little flock of sheep sleeping. . 

The mere desolation of the view (apart altogether 
from its history) struck me with a fooling of horror. 
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My mind seemed to lose its balance, in the dreadful 
stillness that was round me, I felt unutterable fore- 
bodings of calamity to come. For the first time, I 
repented having left England. My thoughts turned 
regretfully to the woody shores of Greenwater Broad. 
If I had only held to my resolution, I might have been 
at rest now in the deep waters of the lake. For what 
had I lived, and planned, and travelled, since I left 
Dermody’s cottage? Perhaps, only to find that I had 
lost the woman whom I loved — now that I was in the 
same town with her ! 

Begaining the outer rows of houses still left standing, 
I looked about me, intending to return by the street 
along which I had advanced. Just as I thought I had 
discovered it, I noticed another living creature in the 
solitary city. A man was standing at the door of one of 
the outermost houses, on my right hand, looking at me. 

At the risk of meeting with another rough reception, 
I determined to make a last effort to discover Mrs. Van 
Brandt, before I returned to the boat. 

Seeing that I was approa ching him, the stranger met 
me midway. His dress and manner showed plainly that 
I had not encountered, this time, a person in the lower 
ranks of life. He answered my question civilly in his 
own language. Seeing that I was at a loss to under- 
stand what he said, he invited me by signs to follow him. 

After walking for a few minutes in a direction which 
waa quite new to me, we stopped in a gloomy little 
square, with a plot of neglected garden ground in the 
middle of it. ' Pointing to a lower window in one of the 
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houses, In ■which a light dimly appeared, my guidesaui 
in Dutch, “Office of Van Brandt, sir ’’—bowed— and 
left me. / 

I advanced to the window. It was open ; and it was 
, just high enough to be above my head. The light in the 
room found its way outward through the interstices of 
closed wooden shutters. Still haunted by misgivings pf 
trouble to come, I hesitated to announce my arrival 
' precipitately by ringing the house-bell. How did I know 
what new calamity might not confront me when the 
door was opened? I waited under the window— and • 
listened. ' ! 

Hardly a minute had passed before I heard S> 
woman’s voice in the room. There was no mistaking 
the charm of those tones. It was the voice of Mrs. Van 
Brandt. 

“ Come, darling ! ” she said. “ It is very late — you 
ought to have been in your bed two hours ago.” 

The child’s voice answered, “I am not sleepy* 
mamma.” 

“ But, my dear, remember you have been ill. You 
may he ill again, if you keep out of bed so late as this, 

. Only lie down, and you will soon fall asleep when I put 
9 the candle out.” 


“ You must not put the candle out,” the child returned 
with strong emphasis. “ My new papa is coming. How 
is he to find his way to us, if you put out the light ? ” 
The mother replied sharply, as if the child’s strange 
words had irritated her. 

“ You are talking nonsense,” she Baid; “and you 
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mast go to bed. Mr. Germaine knows nothing about us. 
Mr. Germaine is in England.” 

I could restrain myself no longer. I called out under 
the window : — 

“Mr. Germaine is here ! ” 


CHAPTER XXXIII. 

LOVE AND PRIDE. 

A cet of terror from the room told me that I had been 
heard. For a moment more, nothing happened. Then 
the child’s voice reached me, wild and shrill : “ Open the 
shutters, mamma ! I said ho was coming ! I want to 
see him ! ” 

There was still an interval of hesitation before the 
mother opened the shutters. She did it at last. I saw 
her darkly at the window, with the light behind her, 
and the child’s head just visible above tho lower part of 
the window-frame. The quaint little face moved rapidly 
up aud down, as if my self-appointod daughter was^ 
dancing for joy ! 

“ Can I trust my own sensos ? ” said Mrs. Van 
Brandt. “ Is it really Mr. Germaine?” 

“ How do'" you do, now papa ? ” cried the child. 

“ Push open the big door — and come in. I want to kiss 
you.” 

There was a world of difference between the coldly 



doubtful tone of the mother and the joyous greeting oil 
the child. Had I forced myself too suddenly on Mrs, 
Van Brandt ? Like all sensitively organized persons, ■ 
she possessed the inbred sense of self-respect which is j 
pride under another name. Was her pride wounded by l 
the bare idea of my seeing her, deserted as well as 
deceived — abandoned contemptuously, a helpless burden 
on strangers, by the man for whom she had sacri- 
ficed and suffered so much? And that man a thief, 
flying from the employers whom he had cheated! I 
pushed open the heavy oaken door, fearing that this 
might be the true explanation of the change which I had 
already remarked in her. My apprehensions were con- 
firmed, when she unlocked the inner door leading from 
the court-yard to the sitting-room, and let me in. 

As I took her by both hands and kissed her, she 
quickly turned her head, so that my lips touched her 
cheek only. She flushed deeply ; her eyes were on the , 
ground, as she expressed in a few formal words her 
surprise at seeing me. When the child flew to my arms, 
she cried out irritably, “ Don’t trouble Mr. Germaine ! ” 

I took a chair with the little one on my knee. Mrs. Van 
Brandt seated herself at a distance from, me. “It is 
needless, I .suppose, to ask if you know what has 
happened ? ” she said ; turning pale again as suddenly 
as she had turned red, and keeping her eyes fixed 
obstinately on the floor. 

, Before I could answer, the child burst out gaily with 
the news of her father’s disappearance : — 

“My other papa has run away ! My other papa has 
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stolen money ! It’s time I had a new one— isn’t it ?” 
She put her arms round my neck. “ And now I’ve 
got him l” she cried, at the shrillest pitch of her voice* 

The mother looked at us. For a while the proud 
sensitive woman struggled successfully with herself. 
But the pang that wrung her was not to be endured in 
Bilence. With a low cry of pain, she hid her face in her 
hands. Overwhelmed by the sense of her own degrada- 
tion, she was even ashamed to let the man who loved 
her see that Bhe was in tears. 

I took the child off my knee. There was a second 
door in the sitting-room, which happened to be left open. 
It Showed me a bed-chamber within, and a candle burning 
on the toilette-table. 

“ Go in there, and play,” I said. “ I want to talk to 
your mamma.” 

The child pouted : my proposal did not appear to 
tempt her. “ Give me something to play with,” she 
said. “ I’m tired of my toys. Let me see what you 
have got in your pockots.” 

Her busy little hands began to search in my coat- 
pockets. I let her take what she pleased, and so bribed 
her to run away into the inner room. As soon as she 
was out of sight, 1 approached the poor mother and 
seated myself by her side. 

“ Think of it as I do,” I Baid. “ Now that he has 
forsaken -you, he* has left you free to be mine.” 

She lifted her head instantly. 

“ Now that he has forsaken me,” she answered, “ I 
am more unworthy of you than ever ! ” - , * . 
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"‘Why?’* lasted. 

“ Why ! ” she repeated, passionately. "Has a woman 
not reached the lowest depths of degradation, when Bhe 
has lived to be deserted by a thief ? ” 

It was hopeless to attempt to reason with her, in her 
present frame of mind. I tried to attract her attention 
to a less painful subject, by referring to the strange suc- 
cession of events which had brought me to her for the 
third time. She stopped me wearily at the outset, 

“ It seems useless to say once more what we have 
said on other occasions,” she answered. “ I understand ;* 
what has brought you here. I have appeared to. you 
again in a dream or a vision, just as I appeared to you , 
twice before.” 

“ No,” I said. “ Not as you appeared to me twice 
before. This time I saw you with the child by your 
side.” 

That reply roused her. She started, and looked 
nervously towards the bed-chamber door. 

“ Don’t speak loud,” she said. “Don’t let the child 
hear us. My dream of you this time has left a painful 
impression on my mind. The child is mixed up in it, : 
^ and I don’t like that. Then, the place in which I dreamt 

that I saw you is associated ” She paused, leaving 

the sentence unfinished. “ I am nervous and wretched 
to-night,” she resumed; “and I don’t want to speak 
of it. And yet. I should like to know whether you really 
were in that cottago, of all the places in the world? ” 

I was at a loss to understand the embarrassment 
which she appeared to feel in putting her question. 
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There was nothing very wonderful, to my mind, in the 
discovery that she had been in Suffolk, and that she was 
acquainted with Greenwater Broad. The lake was 
known all over the county as a favourite resort of pic-nic 
parties ; and Dermody’s pretty cottage used to be one of 
the popular attractions of the scene. What really sur- 
prised me was to see, as I now plainly saw, that she had 
some painful associations with my old home. I decided 
on answering her question in such terms as might 
encourage her to take me into her confidence. In a 
moment more I should have told her that my boyhood 
had been passed at Greenwater Broad — in a moment 
more we should have recognized each other — when a 
trivial interruption suspended the words on my lips. 
The child ran out of the bed-chamber with a quaintly 
shaped key in her hand. 

“ What is this ? ” she asked, as she approached me. 

“ My key," I answered, recognizing one of the things 
which she had taken out of my pockets. 

“ What does it open ? ” 

“ The cabin door on board my boat.” 

“ Take me to your boat.” 

Her mother interposed. A new discussion followed, 
on the question of going, or not going, to bed. By the 
time the little’ creature had left us again, with permis- 
sion to play for a few minutes longer, the conversation 
between Mrs. Tan Brandt and myself had taken a new 
direction. Speaking now of the child’s health, we were 
led naturally to the subject of the child’s connection with 
her mother’s dream. < „ . 
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“She had been M^th fever,” Mrs. Van Bra*# 
began; “and Bhe was just getting better again on th® 
day when I was left deserted in this miserable place. 
Towards evening, she had another attack that frightened 
me dreadfully. She became perfectly insensible— her 
little limbs were stiff and cold. There is one doctor hew 

who has not yet abandoned the town. Of coarse, I sent . 

for him. He thought her insensibility was caused by * 
sort of cataleptic seizure. At the same time, he comforted ,J 
me by saying that she waB in no immediate danger of- 
death; and he left me certain remedies to be given iT 
certain symptoms appeared. I took her to bed; and 
held her to me, with the idea of keeping her warm. 
Without believing in mesmerism, do you think it likely 
that we might have had some influence over each other 
which may explain what followed ? ” 

“ Quite likely. At the same time, the mesmeric theory 
(if you could believe in it) would carry the explanation 
further still. Mesmerism would assert not only that you 
and the child influenced each other, but that— in spite of 
the distance— you both influenced me. And, in that 
way, mesmerism would account for my vision as the 
necessary result of a highly developed sympathy between 
us. Tell me, did you fall asleep with the child in your 


“ Yes. I was completely worn out ; and I fell asleep 
in spite of my resolution to watch through the night. 
In my forlorn situation, forsaken in a strange place, 
with a sick child, I dreamed of you again, andl apealed 
to you again as my one protector and friend. Tne only 
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new thing in the dream -was that I thought I had the 
child with me when I approached you, and that she put 
the words into my mind when I wrote in your hook. 
Ion saw. the words, I suppose? and they vanished, 
no doubt,- as before ? When I woke, I found my little 
darling still lying like a dead creature in my arms. All 
through the night there was no change in her. She 
only recovered her senses at noon the next day. Why 
do you 6tart? What have I said that surprises 
you ? ” 

There was good reason for my feeling startled, and 
showing it. On the day and at the hour when the child 
had come to herself, I had stood op the deck' of the vessel, 
and had seen the apparition of her disappear from my 
view! 

“Did she say anything,” I asked, “when she re- 
covered her senses ? ” 

“Yes. She, too, had been dreaming — dreaming 
that she was in company with You. She said, 
‘ He is coming to see us, mamma ; and I have been 
showing him the way.’ I asked her where she had soon 
you. She spoke confusedly of more places than one. 
She talked of trees, and a cottage, and a lake. Then of 
fields and hedges and lonely lanes. Then of a carriage 
and horses, and a long white road. Then of crowded 
streets and houses, and a river, and a ship. As to these 
last objects, there is nothing very wonderful in what she 
said. The houses, the river, and the ship which she 
saw in her dream, she saw iu the reality when we took 
bet from London to Iiotterdam, on our way here. But 
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as to, the other places, Especially the cottage and the 
lake (as she described them), I can only suppose that 
her dream ms the reflection of min®. I had been 
dreaming of the cottage and the lake, as I ©nc^kne# 
them in years long gone by; and — Heaven onlyknoWS 
■why — I had associated You with the scene. , Never 
mind going into that now ! I don’t know what infatua- 
tion it is that makes me trifle in this way with, old 
recollections which affect me painfully in my present 
position. We were talking of the child’s health— let u# : 
go back to that.” - V 

It was not easy to return to the topic of her child’s 
health. She had revived my curiosity on the subjeetof 
her associations with Greenwater Broad. The little one 
was still quietly at play in the bed-cliambcr. My second 
opportunity was before me. I took it. 

*- T won’t distress you,” I said. “I will only ask 
leave, before we change the subject, to put one question 
to you about the cottage and the lake.” 

As the fatality that pursued us wiEed it, it was her 
turn now to be innocently an obstacle in the way of our 
discovering each other. 

“ I can tell you nothing more to-night,” she inter- 
posed, rising impatiently. “ It is time I put the child 
to bed — and, besides, I can’t talk of things that distress 
me. You muBt wait for the time — if it ever cornea! — 
when I am calmer and happier than I am now.” 

She turned to enter the bed-chamber. Acting head- 
long on the impulse of the moment, I took her by the 
hand, and stopped her. 
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“You have only to choose, “ I said, “and the cahner 
and happier time is yours, from this moment.”* 

“ Mine ? ” she repeated. “ What do you mean ? ” 

“Say the ■word,” I replied, “and you and your child 
have a home and a future before you.” 

• She looked at me half bewildered, Jialf angry. 

“ Do you offer me your protection ? ” she asked. 

“I offer you a husband’s protection,” I answered. 
“ I ask you to be my -wife.” 

She advanced a step nearer to me, with her eyes 
riveted on my face. 

“You are evidently ignorant of what has really 
happened,” she said. “ And yet, God knows, the child 
spoke plainly enough ! ” 

“The child only told me,” I rejoined, “what I had 
heard already, on my way here.” 

* “All of it?” 

“All of it” 

“And you are still willing to marry me ? ” 

“ I can imagine no greater happiness than to make 
you my wife.” 

“ Knowing what you know now ? ” 

“ Knowing what I know now, I ask you confidently 
to give me your hand. Whatever claim that man may 
once have had, as the father of your child, he has now 
forfeited it by his infamous desertion of you. In every 
sense of the wOrd, my darling, you are a free woman. 
We have had sorrow enough in our lives. Happiness 
is at last within our reach. Come to me — and say 
Yes.” , ' ' 
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I tried to take her in my arms. She drew back 
aB if I had frightened her. 

“ Never ! ” she said firmly. 

I whispered my next words, so that the child in the 
jjnrtar room might not hear us. 

“ You once said you loved me ! ” 

“ I do love you ! ” 

“ As dearly as ever ? ” 

“ More dearly than’ever ! ” 

“Kiss me?” 

She yielded mechanically. She kissed me with cold 
lips, with big tears in her eyes. 

“You don’t love me!” I burst out angrily. “You 
kiss me as if it was a duty. Your lips are cold— your 
heart is cold. You don’t love mo ! ” 

Sho looked at me sadly, with a patient smile. 

“One of us must remember the difference between 
your position and mine,” she said. “You are a man 
of stainless honour, who holds an undisputed rank in 
the world. And what am I? I am the deserted mis- 
tress of a thief. One of us must remember that. You 
have generously forgotten it. I must bear it in mind. 
I dare say I am cold. Suffering has that effect on me— 
and, I. own it, I am suffering now.” 

I wa9 too passionately in love with her to feel the 
sympathy on which she evidently counted, in saying 
those words. A man can respect a woman’s scruples 
when they appeal to him mutely in her looks or in her 
tears. But the formal expression of them in words only 
irritates or annoys him. 
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“ Whose fault is it if you - suffer ?*’ I retorted coldly. 
“ I ask you to make my life a happy one, and your life 
a happy one. You are a cruelly -wronged woman — but 
you are not a degraded woman. You are worthy to be, 
my wife ; and I am ready to declare it publicly. Come 
back with me to England. My boat is waiting for you.” 

She dropped into a chair ; her hands fell helplessly 
into her lap. 

“ How cruel ! ” Bhe murmured ; “ how cruel to tempt 
me ! ” She waited a little, and recovered her fatal firm- 
ness. “ No ! ” she said, “ if I die in doing it, I can still 
refuse to disgrace you. Leave me, Mr. Germaine. You 
can show me that one kindness more. For God’s sake, 
leave me ! ” 

I made a last appeal to her tenderness. 

“Do you know what my life is, if I live without 
ybu ! ” I asked. “ My mother is dead. There is not 
a living creature left in the world whom T love, but you. 
And you ask me to leave you ! Where am I to go? 
what am I to do ? You talk of cruelty ! Is there no 
cruelty in sacrificing the happiness of my life to a 
miserable scruple of delicacy, to an unreasoning fear 
of the opinion of the world ? I love you — and you love 
■me. There is no other consideration worth a ptraw. 
Come back with me to England ! come back and be my 
wife ! ” 

She dropped, on her knees, and, taking my hand, put 
it silently to her lips, I tried to raise her. It was 
useless : she steadily resisted me. 

“Docs this mean No? ” I asked. "■ * 
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“ It means,” she said, in faint, broken tones, “ that 1 
I prize your honour beyond my happiness. If I marry. ' 
you, your career is destroyed by your wife — and the day ; 
will come when you will tell me so. I can suffer — I4 
can die — but I can not face such a prospect as that. \ 
Forgive me, and forget me. I can say no more ! ” 

; She let go of my hand, and sank on the floor. The 
utter despair of that action told me, far more eloquently 
than the words she had just spoken, that her resolution 
was immovable. She had deliberately separated herself 
from me ; her own act had parted us for ever. 


CHAPTER XXXIY. 

TIIE TWO DESTINIES. 

I made no movement to leave the room; I let no 
sign of sorrow escape mo. My heart was hardened 
against the woman who had so obstinately rojocted me. 
I stood looking down at her with a merciless anger, the 
bare remembrance of which fills me at this day with 
a horror of myself. There is but one excuse for me. 
The shock of that last overthrow of the only hbpe that 
held me to life was more than my reason could endure. 
On that dreadful night (whatever I may have been at 
other timos), I myself believe it — I was a maddened 
man. 

I *was the first to break the silence. 
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Get up>” I said coldly. 

She lifted her face from the floor, and looked at me 
doubting whether she heard aright. 

“ Put on your hat and cloak,” I resumed. 45 1 must 
ask you to go back with me as far as the boat.” 

She rose slowly. Her eyes rested on my face with a 
dull, bewildered look. 

“ Why am I to go with you to the boat ? ” she 
asked. 

The child heard her. The child ran up to us with 
her little hat in one hand, and the key of the cabin in 
the other. 

“ I’m ready ! ” she said. “ I will open the cabin 
door.” 

Her mother signed to her to go back to the bed- 
chamber. She went back as far as the door which led 
into the court-yard, and waited there listening. I turned 
coldly to Mrs. Van Brandt, and answered the question 
which she had addressed to me. 

“ You are left,” I said, “ without the means of getting 
away from this place. In two hours more, the tide will 
be in my favour, and I shall sail at once on the return 
voyage. We part, this time, never to meet again. 
Before I go, I am resolved to leave you properly pro- 
vided for. My money is in my travelling-bag in the 
cabin. For that reason, I am obliged to ask you to go 
with me as far as the boat.” 

“ I thank you gratefully for your kindness,” she said. 
" I don’t stand in such serious need of help as yon 
suppose.” 
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** It is useless to attempt to deceive me,” I proceeded, 
“ I have spoken with the head partner of the house of 
Van Brandt, at Amsterdam ; and I know exactly what 
your position is. Tour pride must bend low enough to 
take from my hands the means of subsistence for your- 
self and your child. If I had died in England ” 

I stopped. The unexpressed idea in my mind was to 
tell her that she would inherit a legacy under my Will, 
and that she might quite as becomingly take .the money 
from mo in my lifetime as take it from my executors 
after my death. In forming this thought into words, 
the associations which it called naturally into being, 
revived in me the memory of my contemplated suicide in 
the lake. Mingling with the* remembrances thus 
aroused, there rose in me, unbidden, a Temptation so 
unutterably vile, and yet so irresistible in the state of 
my mind at the moment, that it shook me to the soul. 
“ You have nothing to live for, now that she has refused 
to be yours,” the fiend in me whispered. “ Take your 
leap into the next world — and make the woman whom 
you love take it with you ! ” While I was still looking 
at her — while the last words I had spoken to herYalteaed 
?on my lips — the horrible facilities for the perpetration of 
the double crime revealed themselves enticingly to my 
view. My boat was moored in the one part of the 
decaying harbour in which deep water still lay at the 
foot of the quay/ I had only to induce her to follow me 
when I stepped on the deck, to seize her in my arms, 
and to jump overboard with her before she could utter a 
cry for help. My drowsy sailors, as I knew by experi- 
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ence, were hard to wake and glow to fnove even when 
they were roused at last. Wo should both be drowned 
before the youngest and the quickest of them could get 
up from his bed and make his way to the deck. Yes ! 
We should both be struck together out of the ranks 
of the living, at one and the same moment ! And 
why not ? She, who had again and again refused to be 
my wife — did she deserve that I should leave her free to 
go back perhaps for the second time to Van Brandt! 
On the evening when I had saved her from the waters of 
the Scotch river, I had made myself master of her fate. 
She had tried to destroy herself by drowning — she should 
drown now, in the arms of the man who had once 
thrown himself between her and death ! 

Self-abandoned to such atrocious reasoning as this, I 
stood face to face with her, and returned deliberately to 
my unfinished sentence. 

‘'If I had died in England, you would have been 
provided for by my Will. What you would have taken 
from me then, you may take from me now. Come to 
the boat.” 

A change passed over her face as I spoke ; a vague 
doubt of me began to show itself in her eyes. She dre\J 
back a little, without making any reply. 

“ Come to the boat ! ” I reiterated. 

“It is too late.” With that answer she looked 
across the room at the child, still waiting by the door. 
“Come, Elfie!” she said, calling to the little creator# 
by one of her favourite nicknames. “ Come to bed.” 

I, too, looked at Elfie. Might she not (I asked my 1 
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self) be made the innocent means of forcing her mother 
to leave the house ? Trusting to the child’s fearless 
character and her eagerness to see the boat, I suddenly 
opened the door. As I had anticipated, she instantly 
ran out. The second door, leading into the square, I 
had not closed when I entered the court-yard. In 
another moment, Elfie was out in the square, triumph* 
ing in her freedom. The shrill little voice broke the 
deathlike stillness of the place and hour, calling to me 
again and again to tako her to the boat. 

I turned to Mrs. Van Brandt. The stratagem had 
succeeded. Elfie’s mother could hardly refuse* to follow 
when Elfie led the way. 

u Will you go with us ? ” I ashed. “ Or must I send 
the money back by the child ? ” 

Her eyes rested on me for a moment with a deepen- 
ing expression of distrust — then looked away again. She 
began to turn pale. “You are not like yourself to- 
night,” she said. Without a word more, she took her 
hat and cloak, and went out before me into the square. 

I followed her, closing the doors behind me. She made 
an attempt to induce the child to approach her. 

“ Come, darling,” she said enticingly, “ come, and tako 
my ‘hand.” 

But Elfie was not to he caught : she took to her 
heels, and answered from a safe distance. “ No,” said 
the child, “ you will take me back and put me to bed.” 
She retreated a little further, and held up the key. “ I 
shall go first,” she cried, a and open the door ! ” 

Sh& trotted off in the direction of the harbour, and 
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'waited for us at the comer of the 6treet. Her mother 
suddenly turned, and looked close at me under the light 
of the stars. 

V “ Are the sailors on board the boat?” she asked. 

The question startled me. Had she any suspicion of 
my purpose ? Had my face warned her of lurking danger, 
if shewent to the boat ? It was impossible I The more 
' likely motive for her inquiry was to find a new excuse 
for not accompanying me to the harbour. If I told her 
that the men were on board, she might say, “ Why not 
employ one of your sailors to bring the money to me at 
the house?” I anticipated the suggestion in m aking 
my reply. 

“ They may be honest men,” I said, watching her 
carefully. “But I don’t know them well enough to trust 
them' with money.” 

To my surprise, she watched me just as carefully on 
her side, and deliberately repeated her question. 

“ Are the sailors on board the boat ? ” 

I thought it wise to yield. I answered “Yes,” 
and paused to see what would follow. My reply seemed 
to rouse her resolution. After a moment’s considera- 
tion, she turned towards tho place at which the child i 
was waiting for us. “Let us go, as you insist on it,” 
she said quietly. I made no further remark. Side 
by side, in silence, we followed Elfie on our way to 
the boat. 

Not a human creature passed us in the streets ; not 
a light glimmered on us from the grim, black houses. 
Twice the child stopped, and (still keeping slily put 
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of her mother’s reach) ran back to me, 'wondering at 
my silence. “Why don’t you speak? ’’she asked. “Have 
you and mamma quarrelled? ” 

I was incapable of answering her. I could think 
of nothing but my contemplated crime. Neither fear 
nor remorse troubled me. Every better instinct, every 
nobler feeling that I had once possessed, seemed to be , 
dead and gone. Not even a thought of the child’s future 
troubled my mind. I had no power of looking on. 
farther than the fatal leap from the boat : beyond that 
there was an utter blank. For the time being — -I can 
only repeat it — my moral sense was obscured, my mental 
faculties were thrown completely off their balance. The 
animal part of me lived and moved as usual ; the viler ' 
animal instincts in mo plotted and planned — and that 
was all. Nobody, looking at me, would have seen any- 
thing but a dull quietude in my face, an immovable 
composure in my manner. And yet, no madman was 
ever fitter for restraint, or less responsible, morally, for 
his own actions than I was at that moment. 

The night air blew more freshly on our faces. Still 
led by the child, we had passed through the last street 
— we were out on the empty open space which was the 
landward boundary of the harbour. In a minute more, 
we Btood on the quay, within a step of the gunwale of 
the boat. 

I noticed a change in the appearance, of the harbour 
since I had seen it last. Some fishing boats had come 
in during my absence. They were moored, some im- 
mediately astern and some immediately ahead of my 
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own vessel. I looked anxiously to see if any of the 
fishermen were on board and stirring* Not a living 
being appeared anywhere. The men were on shore with 
their waves and their families. 

Elfie held out her arms, to be lifted on board my 
boat. Mrs. Yan Brandt stepped between us as I stooped 
to take her up. 

“We will wait here,” she said, u while you go into 
the cabin and get the money.” 

^ Those words placed it beyond all doubt that she had 
her suspicions of mo — suspicions, probably, which led 
her to fear, not for her life, but for her freedom. She 
might dread being kept a prisoner in the boat, and being 
carried away by me against her will. More than this, 
she could not thus far possibly apprehend. The child 
saved me the trouble of making any remonstrance. She 
was determined to go with me. “I must see the 
cabin!” she cried, holding up the key. “ I' must open 
tho door myself ! ” 

She twisted herself out of her mother’s hands, and 
ran round to tho other side of me. I lifted her over 
the gunwale of the boat in an instant. Before I could 
turn round her mother had followed her, and was 
standing on the deck. 

The Cabin door, in the position which she now- 
occupied, was on her loft ' hand. Tho child was close 
behind her. I was on her right. Before us was the 
open deck, and the low gunwale of the boat overlooking 
the deep water. In a moment we might step across; 
in a moment we might take the fatal plunge. The bare 
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thought of it brought the mad wickedness in me to its 
climax. I became suddenly incapable of restraining 
myself. I threw my arm round her waist with a loud 
laugh. “ Come ! ” I said, trying to drag her across the* 
deck. “ Come, and look at the water ! ” 

She released herself, by a sudden effort of strength 
that astonished me. With a faint cry of horror, she 
turned to take the child by the hand and get back to 
the quay. I placed myself between her and the -side 
of the boat, and cut off her retreat in that way. Still 
laughing, I asked what she was frightened about. She 
drew back, and snatched the key of the cabin door out 
of the child’s hand. The cabin behind her was the one 
place of refuge now left to whicl\ she could escape from 
the deck of the boat. In the terror of the moment, she 
never hesitated. She unlocked the door, and hurried 
down the two or three steps which led into the cabin, 
taking the child with her. I followed them ; conscious 
that I had betrayed myself — yet still obstinately, 
stupidly, madly bent on carrying out my purpose. “ I 
have only to behave quietly,” I thought to myself ; “ and 
I shall persuade her to go on deck again.” 

My lamp was burning as I had left it ; my travelling- 
bag was on the table. Still holding the child, she stood 
pale as death, waiting for me. Elfie’s wondering eyes 
rested inquiringly on my face as I approached. She 
looked half inclined to cry: the suddenness of the 
mother’s action had frightened the child. I did my best 
to compose her, before I spoke to her mother. I pointed 
out the different objects which were likely to interest 
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her in the cabin. “ Go and’ look at them,” 1 said. “ Go 
and amuse yourself, Elfie.” 

The child still hesitated. “Are you angry with 
me ? ” she asked. 

“No! no!” 

“ Axe you angry with mamma ? ” 

“ Certainly not ! ” I turned to Mrs. Van Brandt. 
“ Tell Elfie if I am angry with you,” I said. 

She was perfectly aware, in her critical position, 
of the necessity of humouring me. Between us, we suc- 
ceeded in composing the child. She turned away to 
examine, in high delight, the new and strange objects 
which surrounded her. Meanwhile, her mother and 
I stood together, looking at each other by the light of 
the lamp, with an assumed composuro which hid our 
true faces like a mask. In that horrible situation the 
grotesque and the terrible, always together in this 
strange life of ours, came together now. On either side 
of us the one sound that broke the sinister and threat- 
ening silence, was tho lumpish snoring of the sleeping 
captain and crew. 

She was the first to speak. 

“If you wish to give me the money,” she said, 
trying to propitiate me in that way, “ I am ready to 
take it now.” 

I unlocked my travelling-bag. Ab I looked into it 
for the leather ' case which held my money, my over- 
powering desire to get her on deck again, my mad 
impatience to commit the fatal act, became once more 
too strong to be controlled. 
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“ We shall be cooler on deck,” I said. “ Let ns take 
the bag up there.” 

She showed wonderful courage. I could almost see 
the cry, for help rising to her lips. She repressed it; 
she had still presence of mind enough to foresee what 
might happen before she could rouse the sleeping men'. 

“We have a light here to count the money by,” 
she answered. “I don’t feel at all too warm in the 
cabin. Let us stay here a little longer. See how filfie 
is amusing herself ! ” 

Her eyes rested on me as she spoke. Something in ; 
the expression of them quieted me for the time. I was 
able to pause and think. I might take her on deck by 
main force, before the men could interfere. But her 
cries would rouso them ; they would hear the splash in 
the water; and they might be quick enough to rescue us. 
It would be wiser to wait a little, and trust to my 
cunning to delude her into leaving the cabin of her own 
accord . I put the bag back on the table, and began to 
seai-ch for the leather money-case. My hands were 
strangely clumsy and helpless. I could only find the 
case, after scattering half the contents of the bag on the 
table. The child was near me at the time, and noticed 
what I was doing. 

“ Oh, how awkward you are ! ” she burst out in her 
frankly fearless way. “ Let me put your bag tidy. Do, 
please ! ” 

I granted the request impatiently. Elfie’s restless 
desire to be always doing something (instead of amusing 
me as psual) irritated me now. The interest that I had 
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onije fait in the charming little creature -was all gone. 
Act inn ocent love was a feeling that was stifled in the 
poisoned atmosphere of my mind, that night. 

The money I had with me was mostly composed of 
notes of the Bank of England. I set aside the sum that 
would probably be required to take a traveller back to 
London ; and I put all that remained into the hands of 
Mrs. Van Brandt. Could she still suspect me of con- 
cealing a design on her life, after that ? 

“ I can communicate with you in the future,” I said, 
“ through Messrs. Van Brandt, of Amsterdam.” 

She took the money mechanically. Her hand trem- 
bled ; her eyes mot mine with a look of piteous entreaty. 
She tried to revive my old tenderness for her — she made 
a last appeal to my forbearance and consideration. 

“ We may part friends,” she said, in low, trembling 
tones. “ And as friends wo may meet again, when time 
has taught you to think forgivingly of what has passed 
between us to-night ! ” 

She offered mo her hand. I looked at her without 
taking it. Her motive was plain. Still suspecting me, 
she had tried hor last chance of getting safely on shore ! 

“ The less we say of the past the better,” I answered 
with ironical politeness. “ It is getting late. And you 
will agree with me that Elfie ought to he in her bed.” I 
looked round at the child, still busy with both hands in 
my bag, trying to put it in order. “ Be quick, Elfie ! ” I 
said, “your mamma is going away.” I opened the 
cabin door, and offered my arm to Mrs. Van Brandt. 

This boat is my. house, for the time being,” J resumed. 
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“ When ladies- take leave of me after a visit, I escort' 
them to the deck. Pray take my arm ! ” 

She started back. For the second time, she was on 
the point of crying for help — and for the second time 
she kept that last desperate alternative in reserve. 

“ I haven’t seen your cabin yet,” she said ; her eyes 
wild with fear, a forced smile on her lips, as she spoke. 
“ There are several little things here that interest me.' , 
I want another minute or two to look at them.” 

She turned away to get nearer to the child, under 
pretence of looking round the cabin. I stood on guard 
before the open door, watching her. She made a second 
pretence — she noisily overthrew a chair, as if by acci- 
dent, and then waited to discover whether her trick bad 
succeeded in waking the men. The heavy snoring went 
on ; not a sound of a person moving was audible on 
either side of us. 

“ My men are heavy sleepers ! ” I said, entiling 
significantly. “Don’t he alarmed! you have not dis- 
turbed them. Nothing wakes these Dutch sailors when 
they are once safe in port.” 

She made no reply. My patience was exhausted. I 
left the door, and advanced towards her. She retreated 
in speechless terror, passing behind the table, to the end 
of the cabin. I followed her until she had reached the 
extremity of the room, and could get no farther. She 
met the look I fixed on her — she shrank into a comer 
and called for help. In the deadly terror that possessed 
her die lost the use of her voice. A low hoarso moaning, 
har dly louder than a whisper, was all that passed Her 
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lips. Already, in imagination, I stood with her on the 
gunwale, I felt the cold contact of the water — when I was 
startled by a cry behind me. I turned round. The cry 
had come from Elfie. She had apparently just dis- 
covered some new object in the bag ; she was holding it 
up in admiration, high above her head. “ Mamma ! 
mamma ! ” the child cried excitedly, “look at this pretty 
thing ! Oh, do, do, do ask him if I may have it ! ” 

Her mother ran to her, eager to seize the poorest 
excuse for getting away from me. I followed ; I stretched 
out my hands to seize her. She suddenly turned round 
on me, a woman transformed ! A bright flush was on 
her face ; an eager wonder sparkled in her eyes. 
Snatching Elfie’s coveted object out of the child’s hand, 
she held it up before me. I saw it under the lamp-light. 
It was my little forgotten keepsake — the Green Flag. 

“ How came you by this ? ” she asked, in breathless 
anticipation of my reply. Not the slightest trace was 
left in her face of the terror that had convulsed it barely 
a minute since ! “ How came you by this ? ” she re- 

peated, seizing me by the arm and shaking me, in the 
ungovernable impatience that possessed her. 

My head turned giddy; my heart beat furiously 
under the conflict of emotions that she had roused in me. 
My eyes were riveted on the green flag. The words that 
I wanted to speak were words that refused to come to 
me. I answered mechanically, “ I have had it since I 
waB a boy.” 

She dropped her hold on me, and lifted her hands 
with a gesture of ecstatic gratitude. A lovely angelic 
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brightness flowed like light from heaven over her face. 
For one moment, she stood enraptured. The next, she 
clasped me passionately to her bosom, and whispered in 
my ear, “ I am Mary Dermody — I made it for You ! ” 
The shock of discovery, following so closely on all 
that I had suffered before it, was too much for me. I 
sank, and fainted in her arms. 

When I came to myself, I was lying on my bed in the 
cabin. Elfie was playing with the green flag; and Mary 
was sitting by me with my hand in hers. One long look 
of love passed silently from her eyes to mine — from mine 
to hers. In that look, the kindred spirits were united 
again ; the Two Destinies were fulfilled. 


TI1E END OF THE STORY. 



( 'to': ) 


THE FINALE. 

THE WIFE WRITES, AND CLOSES THE STORY. 

The Prelude to “ The Two Destinies ” began with a 
little narrative, which you may have forgotten by this 
time. 

The narrative was written by myself — a citizen of 
the United States, visiting England with his wife. It 
described a dinner-party, at which we were present, 
given by Mr. and Mrs. Germaine in celebration of their 
marriage ; and it mentioned the circumstances under 
which wo were entrusted with the Story which has just 
come to an end in these pages. Having read the manu- 
script, it wa3 left to us (as you may now remember) to 
decide whether we should continue our friendly inter- 
course with Mr. and Mrs. Germaine or not. 

At three o’clock p.m., we closed the last leaf of the 
story. Five minutes later I scaled it up in its .cover, 
my wife put her. bonnet on — and there we were, bound 
straight for Mr. Germaine’s house, when the servant 
brought a letter into the room addressed to my wife. 
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She opened it, looked at the signature, and discovered 
that it was “Mary Germaine,” Seeing this, we sat 
down, sido by side, to read the letter before we did any-* 
thing else. 

On reflection, it strikes me that you may do well to 
read it too. Mrs. Germaine is surely, by this time, a 
person in whom you feel some interest. And she is, on 
that account as I think, the fittest person to close the 
Story. , Here is her letter : — 

“ Dear Madam — or, may I say, dear friend ?— be 
prepared, if you please, for a little surprise. When you 
read these lines, we shall have left London on our way 
to the Continent. 

“After you went away last night, my husband 
decided on taking this journey. Seeing how keenly 
lie felt the insult offered to mo by the ladies whom 
we had asked to otir table, I willingly agreed to our 
sudden departure. When Mr. Germaine is far away 
from his false friends, my experience of him tells me 
that he will recover his tranquillity. That is enough 
for me. 

“My little (laughter goes with us of course. Early 
this morning I drove to the school in the suburbs at 
which she is being educated, and took her away with^ 
me. It is needless to say that she was delighted at the 
prospect of travelling. She shocked thd schoolmistress 
by waving her hat over her head, and crying, * Hooray P 
like a boy. The good lady was very careful to inform 

z 
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me that my daughter could not possibly have learnt to 
cry 1 Hooray ’ in her house. 

" You have probably by this time read the narrative 
which I committed to your care. I hardly dare ask 
how I stand in your estimation now. Is it possible that 
I might have seen you and your good husband, if we 
had not left London so suddenly? As things are, 
I must tell you in writing, what I should infinitely 
have preferred saying to you, with your friendly hand 
in mine. 

“Your knowledge of the world has, no doubt, 
already attributed the absence of the ladies' at our 
dinner-table to some report affecting my character. 
You are quite right. While I was taking Elfio away 
from her school, my husband called on one of his friends 
who dined with us (Mr. Waring), and insisted on an 
explanation. Mr. Waring referred him to the woman 
who is known to you, by this time, as Mr. Yan Brandt’s 
lawful wife. In her intervals of sobriety, she possesses 
some musical talent ; Mrs. Waring had met with her at 
a concert for a charity ; and had been interested in the; 
story of her ‘ wrongs,’ as she called them. My name 
was of course mentioned. I was described as * a cast-off 
mistress of Yan Brandt,’ who had persuaded Mr. Ger- 
maine into disgracing himself by marrying her, and 
becoming the step-father of her child. Mrs. Waring 
thereupon communicated what she had heard to other 
ladies who were her friends. The result you saw for 
yourselves when you dined at our house. 



ms m uss. ' 1 *_ '"St®"" 

“ I inform yon of what has happened without making, 
any comment. Mr. Germaine’s narrative has already 
told you that I foresaw the deplorable consequences’ 
which might follow our marriage, and that I over and 
over again (God knows at what cost of misery to myself) 
refused to be his wife. It was only when my poor little 
green flag had revealed us to each other that I lost all 
control over myself. The old- time on the banks of the 
lake came back to me ; my heart hungered for its 
darling of happier days; and I said Yes, when I 
ought, as you may think, to have still Baid Ho. ’Will' , 
you take poor old Dame Dermody’s view of it — and,; 
believe that the kindred spirits once re-united, could he 
parted no more ? Or will you take my view, which is 
simpler still ? I do love him so dearly ; and he is so 
fond of me ! 

“In the mean time, our departure from England 
seems to be the wisest courso that we can adopt. As 
long as this woman lives, she will say again of me, what 
she has said already, whenever she can find the oppor- 
tunity. My child might hear the reports about her 
mother, and might be injured by them when she gets 
older. Wo propose to take up our abode, for a time at 
least, in the neighbourhood of Naples. Here, or farther 
away yet, we may hope to live without annoyance, 
among a people whose social law is the law of mercy. 
Whatever may happen, we have always one last consola- 
tion to sustain ns — we have love. 

“You talked of travelling on the Continent, when 
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you dined with us. If you should wander our way, the 
TT.-naiic'h consul at Naples is a friend of my husband's, 
and he will have our address. I wonder whether we 
shall ever meet again ? It does seem hard to charge 
the misfo rtunes of my life on me, as if they were my 
faults. 

“ Sp eaking of my misfortunes, I may say before I 
close this letter, that the* man to whom I owe them, is 
never likely to cross my path again. The Van Brandts 
of Amsterdam have received certain information that he 
is now on his way to New Zealand. They are determined 
to prosecute him if he returns. lie is little likely to 
give them the opportunity. 

“The travelling-carriage is at the door — I must say 
good-bye. My husband sends to you both his kindest 
regards and best wishes. His manuscript will be quite 
safo (when you leave London) if you send it to his 
bankers at the address enclosed. Think of me some- 
times— and think of me kindly. I appeal confidently to 
■your kin dness, for I don’t forget that you kissed me at 
parting. Your grateful friend (if you will let her bo your 
friend), 

“ Mary Germaine.” 

We are rather impulsive people in the United States ; 
and we decide on long journeys by sea or land, withoui 
making the slightest fuss about it. My wife and 1 
looked at each other, when we had read Mrs. Germaine’ £ 
letter. 
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“ London is dull,” I remarked — and •waited to see 
what came of it. 

My wife read my remark the right way directly. 

“ Suppose we try Naples ? ” she said. 

That is all. Permit us to wish you good-bye. We 
are off to Naples 


Tim EM>. 
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form or m that of 'he ' General History f is within its intended scope immeasurably 
the best and richest work on Costume tn English, , , . This book if not only 
one of the most readable works of the kind , but intrinsically attractive and 
amuung AthknjBUm. 

“A most readable and interesting work— and it can scarcely be consulted in 
vain, whether the reader is in search for information as to military, court, 
ecclesiastical, legal, or professional costume. . . • A U the chromo-lithographs 

and most of the woodcut illustrations— the latter amounting to several thousands 
— are very elaborately executed ; and the work forms a Iivre de luxe which renders 
it equally suited to the library and the ladies' drawing-room TimbA 

bquaie 8vo, cloth gilt, profusely Illustrated. 

Dickens.— About England with Dickens. 

BY A&FRifr &U 4 MER, With Illustrations by the Author and Charles 
A, VANpjB^HPOF. \In preparation. 
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Second Edition, revised and enlarged, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Illustrations, 241. 

Dodge’s (Colonel) The Hunting Grounds of 

the Great West : A Description of the Plains, Game, and Indians of 
the Great North American Desert. By Richard Irving Dodge, 
Lieutenant-Colonel of the United States Army, With an Introduction 
by William Blackmqre ; Map, and numerous Illustrations drawn 
by E rnest Gkiskt. 

Demy Svo, doth extra, izs. 6d. 

Doran’s Memories of our Great Towns. 

With Anecdotic Gleanings concerning their Worthies and their 
Oddities. By Dr. John Doran, F.S.A, 

Second Edition, demy 8vo, cloth gilt, with Illustrations, i8j» 

Dunraven’s The Great Divide : 

A Narrative of Travels in the Upper Yellowstone in the Summer of 
*874, By the Earl of Dunraven. With Maps and numerous 
striking foil-page Illustrations by Valentine W. Bromley. 

** There hat Hot for a long time appeared a better booh of travel than Lord 
Dunravenls * Th* Great Divide ' . , , The book is full of i letter observation, 

and bath narrative and illustrations are thoroughly good Athknawm, 


Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 21 s. 

Drury Lane (Old) : 

Fifty Years' Recollections of Author, Actor, and Manager. By 
Edward Stirling. 

Demy Svo, cloth, i6j. 

Dutt’s India, Past and Present; 

with Minor Essays on Cognate Subjects. By ShosiieE CbundER 
Put t, RAi Bdluldoor. _ „ 

Crown 8v», cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 6s. 

Emanuel On Diamonds and Precious 

Stones ; their History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With 
numerous Illustrations, Timed and Plain. 

Demy 4to, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 36J. 

Emanuel and Grego — A History of the Gold* 

smith’s and Jeweller's Art in all Ages and in all Countries. By E, 
Emanuel and Joseph Grego. With numerous fine Engravings. 

\ln preparation. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Englishman’s House, The : 

A Practical Guide to all interested in Selecting or BuUdittg a tti 
with foil Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By CX J. RiOOA 
Third Edition. With nearly 600 Illustrations, 4 




CHAT TO 6 # WIND US t TICCA D/ll V. 

~~Crown 8vo, cloth boards, per Volume, 

Early English. Poets. 

Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, by Her. A. B. Grosakt. 

“Mr* Crosart has spent the most laborious and the most enthusiastic toot m 
the perfect restoration and preservation of the text. . . From Mr. Crosart me 
****** the Anal results of most patient and competent 

I. Fletcher’s (afle«,B.D.)Oom* 3, Herrick's (Robert) Keeper** 
plete Poems : Christ’s Victoria in des, Noble Numbers, and Complete 

Heaven, Christ’s Victoria on Earth, Collected Poems With Memorial* 

Christ's Triumph over Heath, and Introduction and Notes, Steel For* 

Minor Poems With Memorial- In- trait. Index of First bines, and 

troduebon and Notes, One Vol. Glossanal Index, &c. Three Vote, 

s, Davie* (Si t John) Complete 4. Sidney's (Sir Philip) Com* 

Poetical Works, including Psalms I. plete Poetical Workft, including all 

to L, in Veise, and other hitherto tlose in '‘Arcadia * 4 With Portrait* 

Unpublished MSS., far the first time M emorial- Introduction. E isoy on 

Collected and Edited. Memorial- the Poetry of Sidney, and Notes, 

Introduction and Not es. TwqVoIs. Three VoE. 

Crown 8 vo, clotL extra, with neatly 300 Illustration^ 

Evolution (Chapters on) ; 

A Popular History of the Da) win an and Allied Theory of Develop- 
ment by Andrew Wilson, Ph D , p RS Edm &c. [/w frepn ration, 
Alstta< t of <\ nUnts -1 he Pioblem Stated -Sketch of the Rise and PropWR of 
Evolution— Wlnt h volution is and whit »t iv rot 1 he Evidence fot Evolution^- 
1 he J tndtmr t from Development — 1 he Evider e firm Ktidimcnuiy f )i£iuc— The 
Evidence from beographiLal Distribution- 1 he J videni e from Geology— 1 volution 
and 1 uviimra in'-— 1 lowers ird then h eriihsation ind Development- Evolution 
and Degcrui ilun -tvoluiu n and Kthr s- I he Relations of Evolution to Ethics 

and lheolo£> L\.&c l 

< rown 8vo, doth txtia, 6c. 

Evolutionist (The) At Large. 

TJv GhA j 1 ALIT R. 

lwo Vols , crown bvo, doth tAtia -ir 

Ewald— Stories from the State Papers. 

By \i?\ < HA RLE s Lwai V _ In prt£ > aticiu 

h olio, cloth extra, £ i i u. tod. 

Examples of Contemporary Art. 

Etchings from Representative Works by living English and Foreign 
Artists, I dited, with Critical Notes, b> J. CoMWS CARR. 
u It would not bf easy to meet with a m n * \u nt> iom t and at tks same time 
a more tastefu T and instruotivt drawing room hot / — Nonconform ist. 

Crown 8vo~ cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6 j. 

Fairholt’s Tobacco : 

Its History and Associations ; with an Account of the Plant and RS 
Manufacture, and its Modes of Use m all Ages and Countries. By F, 
W. Faiuholt, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontispiece and upwards of 

loo Illustrations by the Author^ ^ _ ■ 

— — (_; rown 8 vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 41. 6d. 

Faraday’s Chemical History of a Candle. 

jLechims delivered to a Juvenile Audience. A New Edition. Edited 
w. GfitOttiCES/KX S. With numerous Illustrations. 
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 4 s. 6 <f f 

Faraday’s Various Forces of Nature. 

New Editi on. Edited byW, Cr ookes, F.C.S. Natoerou s tHus trafions. 
Crown 8v0y cloth extra, with Illustrations, 71. 6d* 

Finger-Ring Lore : 

Hntoncal, Legendary, and Anecdotal. By Wm Jones, F.S,A, With 
Hundreds of Illustrations of Curious Rings of all Ages and Countries, 

“ One af those gossiping backs which- arc as full of amusement as of instruct 
ttf* M — ATflB FtaSVM. _ 

Nit IV NO VBL B vjl/b TIN Mr CAB TfiY~ 

Gentleman’s Magazine for January, 1881, 

Price One Shilling, contains the First Chapters of a New Novel, 
entitled "The: Comli cut A Season, " by Justin MrC akihy M P., 
Author of "AH l&tory of Our Own Times, Dear Lady 1 hsdam &c. 
SCILNCB Notes by W MaitiRCJ Williams KRAS, will also 
be continued Monthly 

*** Now ready , the Volume for JULY to Dfc TMLLK, 1880, cloth extra, 
p /a 8j. 6d.; and ( ases for binding, price 9s each 

~ THB BUSKIN GRIMM — Square 8vo, cloth extra, oT 6 d.;~ 
gilt edges, js 6d , 

German Popular Stories. 

Collected by the Brothers Grimm, and Translated by Edgaf Taylor. 
Baited With an Introduction by John Rdskin. With a? Ilhisti ations 
after the inimitable designs oi George Ckuikshank. Both benes 
Complete. 

** The illustrations of this r ohnne . . are of quite sterling and admirable 

art, of a class precisely Jaiahel nt ilnation to the </iar<tctt t o' tJ c talcs which 
they illustrate and the original etchtu v as / hai e be foie said in 4 fu> Afpendi x to 
my * Elements of Drawing v ere unm ailed in masterfulness of touch sint e Rem- 
brandt ( n son it qualities of it* hr cat c n un-^tt ailed tan ly h m) i o make 

somewhat tnlar^cd o pi % of them, loihwg at tfum thtoveh a m t^mfvmg glass, 
and na cr putting tn o lines w atn C r wk shank has put onl) one , n aid bt an e xer- 
cise in ai man and ver / n draw mi which ivoula tcan afterwards iutw to bi learnt 
in schools ” — F t tract Jr om Introduction lv Johk RusivlN. 

Post 8vo, doth hnp, as. 6J. 

Glenny’s A Year’s Work in Garden and 

Greenhouse ' Practical Advice to Am xteur Gardeners as to the Manage- 
ment of the Hower, Fruit and Frame Garden By George Glfnny. 
“ A great deal >f valuable in orm< turn, co* viyed tn very ntnpU language. The 
amateur n eed n ot wish f or q bt ti er gum e ” — 1 imps M kfcuky _ 

New and Cheaper Edition demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ji.6d. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, 

Described from Antique Monuments By Ernst Guhl and W. 
Koner Iran slated from the 'lbird German Edition, and Edited by 
Dr. F. H ueeh r With 5 45 Ill ustrations. 

Crown 8vq, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, yj. 6af* 

Greenwood’s Low-Life Deeps : • t 

An Account of the Strange Fish to be found there. $$$&$&$& GREEN- 
WOOD. With Illustrations in tint by Alfk^CoNCANEN* * * 


t 
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Crown 8 vo, doth extra, gilt, With mnattafions, 7 1. 

Greenwood’s Wilds of London: 

Descriptive Stetche^ from Personal ObsemtKffi* mi Evpwtettce. of 
Remarkable Scenes, People, and Places m London. By J AMES Green- 
wood. With la Tinted Illustrations by Alfred ConcaNRN. 


Square x6rao (Tauehmtz size), cloth extra, as, per volume* 

Golden Library, The ; 

Mallory's (Sir Thom**) Mart 
d* Arthur: The Stprie^of K^Artfcttt 
and of the Knights of the Rouhd 
Table Edited by R.Mow rcoMKRti* 
Racking 


Ballad History of England. By 
W, C Bfnnbtt. 


Bayard Taylor's Diversions of 
the Echo Club. 

Byron’s Don Juan. 

Emerson’s Letters and Social 

Anns. 

Godwin’s (William) Lives of 

the Necromancers. 

Holmes’s Autocrat of the 

Breakfast 1 ible With an Introduc 
tion by G A Saca. 

Holmes’s Professor at the 

Breakfast 1 ible. 

Hood’s Whims and Oddities 
Complete With ail the original 11 
lustrations 

Irving’s (Washington) Tales of 

a .traveller 

Irvine’s (Washington) Tales of 

the Alb uubra 

Jesse’s (Edward) Scenes and 

Occupations of Country Life. 

Lamb a Essays of Elia. Both 

S nts Compk e m Oue Vol 

Leigh Hunt s Essays A Tale 

tor a Chtwney Corner, and other 
Pieces With Portrait, and Introduc- 
tion Ly Epmi no Oi i luk 


P asoal s Provincial Letter*. A 

New rrannUtMim, With Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by 1 M‘Cmx, 
DD 

Pope’s Poetical Works. Com* 

plctc 

Rochefoucauld’s Maxim* and 

Mor ll Rtflu turns. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by $AtMta* 
iJr Vtt 

Sto Pierre’s Paul and Virginia* 
md The Indian Cotnge Edited, 
with Life, by the Rev L ClaeKE. 

Shelley’s Early Poems, and 

Queen Mab, with Essay by Leigh 
Hunt 

Shelley’s Later Poems : Laon 

audC>thna, &c 

Shelley’s Posthumous Poems* 

the Shciley Paper®, &q 

Sheltey’s Prose Works, mrlud* 

mg A kef Jtnuon of I Zastroxzl* 

St Iivj-ne, 

White’s Natural History of Sel- 
borne Edited, wilh additiQBB, bv 
Thom a j Brown, h L S 


Crown 8vo, cloth gilt and gilt edges, 7J 6J. 

Golden Treasury of Thought, The: 

An Ln< VCLOPA.DIA oi* Quotations from Writers of all Times and 
Countries, ^elected and Edited bv Theodore Taylor. 


Ciown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations* 4 j, 6d, 

Guyoi's Earth and Man; 

f t fat* ftyfrkrd Geography in its Relation to the History of Mankind* 
With &ddfifoas by PtotVssors Agassiz, Pifrce, and Gray ; ta Maps 
and ^gravmgs pu SM, some Colouicd, and copious Index. 


nf i j 
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Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by : 

Maiden Ecstasy Sm^U 410, cloth extia, 8r, 

New Symbols Crown 8\o, cloth 1 vtia, dr. 

Legends of the borrow C town 8vo, cloth extia, Cs 

Medium 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, ys. ta 

Hall’s (Mrs. S. C.)Sketches of Irish Character. 

With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by Maci isf, Gil- 
bert, Harvey, and G Crotrshamw 

“The Irish S ketches of this lady resemble bitsi Mitfotd's beautiful English 
shot b< $ tn*0Ur Village,* lut they are far more vigorous at d ft tun sq ice and 
bright — Blackwood Magazinr 

Post8vo doth extra 4r 6d a few large paper copies half Roxb , tof 6d 

Handwriting, The Philosophy of. 

By pun Feiix de Sai amanca With 1^4 Ficsimiks of -ugnatures. 

Haweis (Mrs.), Works by: 

The Art of Dress By Mm II R IlAwns, Author of “The 
Art of Beauty &c Illustiiicd by the Authcn Smill Bvu illustrated 
cova it clclh limp, js Gd 

“ A well considered attempt to apph canons of good last to the costumes 
0 * ladies of our time Mis JIa ins vr 4 t frankly and to the 

fntnt, she does * ot mince ma+tcr\, but boldly rcmcm\1 at r n ti/i her cr n sex 
on the follies they indulge in We may iu mm end the bo is to tfu 

(ad es ivhom it concerns — Athkna l M 

The Art of Beauty By Mr* II R TI\\\fp Autl or of 

** Cli-UKcr ior Children' Sqtnre Fvo cl th extri gill ^ it t tt cs with 
Col xur cl 1 rontisj icu, tn 1 nejt ty 100 llh stj itions, i \ id 
*** ^ee aho C UAt (IK,// t n d 6 f tin Ca if 4 u 

Complete in Tour Vols demy Pvo> doth extra jar c ich 

History Of Our Own Times, irom the Accession 

of Quten, Victom. to the Otncral Ike.* on of 1S80 By Tcs’iiN’ 
MCCARTHY, M 1 J 

“Criticism is disarmed tefrre a compost ion wh d ft or t little but a fprazal 
Th*s ts a real'y gtH ,d hoik m a really tnte es ng sul jut, and it 1 Is p led cm words 
could say no more for it Su k is the effect of its &ene at justice its Ire idth 

of view, and its sparkli/% buoyancy that* cry few of its readers will close these 
volumes without looking forzv ir „ wuk interest to the two Isiu j 1 1 IibhcU] that 
are to follow Saturday Rp vuew 

Crown 8 vo, doth extra 51 

Hobhouse’s The Dead Hand: 

Addresses on the subject of rndowmen t* and Settlements of Property. 
By Sir Aithur Hopuocjse Q C , K C S 1 

Cro vn 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 2s 6d, 

Holmes’s The Science of Voice Production 

and Voice Preservation A Popular Manual for the Use of Speakers 
and Singers By Gordon Hoi mi s, L R C.P.E* 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4*. 6 d. 

Hollingshead’s (John) Plain English. 

“ / anticipate utimt n r e en u < i f nnm-nt ft om the ft rusal of J fr, Molftnirskead's 
* Plain hit livhf which 1 1 man ini t > be a ffulofa - at work, but iu'itck I Jfotd to 
be a series of essays, ut tfu lio/lm^shead an nr S led ~ Hammer style, on those 
tn i*Urs theatr cal with lohiJt he ts So tinuuntly t, onVersatStf^Q, A, S. m the 
Xu h^ikaied London Ninv, 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. M, 

Hood’s (Thomas) Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse, T j< luilmg the Cream: op the Comic Annuals, 
With Life of the Author, Portrait, and I wo Hundred Illustration*, 

Square crc *n Cvo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6f, 


Hood’s (Tom) Prom Nowhere to the North 


Pole A Noah’s AtLeilogt al Nurative. With jg lilustiatwrafl by 
W# Ui'UMoV anrl L (,XJARm<» 


“ / Le a mu in * letter A esv u firo/ *Wy zntei *Pe*scrf n r th the f inkling rhymes 
w T i 7 ft Unit iv’t ant Inirn so i tun J/e<r?> /> u Uor and Barnet do full 
4 ns i e ti the writer' v tn< annig, an i a pi tcint t r t of tfu harmonious go* 

optexti'n of autnir and annt <ould not be d &md” ! miss. 

Crown 8 vo, cloth e\t a, gilt 7* tni. 

Hook’s (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works, 

including his Ludicrous Adv< ufures* lion* (not , Puns, and Hoaxes. 
With a n w laleof tb<* tuth jr, Puiti nts, hac-iuules, and Illustrations. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 71 

Horne’s Orion: 

An Epu Poem m Thre* Books B/Rkh\rt> Hr VGtSr HOKN®. 
With a br»rf Comment iry by the A rhor With Photographic Portrait 
from a Medillion bv S 'MM’ is It nth h d l ou 


Ci own bvu, clorh t\ n, 71 t d, 

Howell’s Conflicts of Capital and Labour 

Hi '.tone ih tnd Econiau lly consul f- *i II mg' a History and 
Review of he Thule Uni ms '*1 Ore it Britain, smwmg their Origin, 
Progress, ' Destitution, and Obj *cts m tU it PuhtK.il, .Social, Eoo 
nomicil, and Industrial A»p a cts By G m ui IIow^LL. 

“ f hi % booh i\ an attempt, and on the whole a <■» t* ttful attempt, to place the 
work of tratte ut wr tn the p tut, and th r of fee * in * future, fatrfy before the 
public from tfu working man's point of view w - 1* ** i Al f 1 1 GazarTit. 

Demy bvo, cloth extra, iss ud. 

Hueffer’s The Troubadours: 

A H tory of Provencal Life and Liter Uure m the Middle Ages* By 
Fram is HuivFrcR. 

Iwo VoL. #vo, with 52 Illustrations and Maps, ‘cloth extra* gilt, 144. 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. 

-hyWms rON. Containing; both M The Antiquities of the 
JtW*" u Thft Wars of the J* ws. ’ 
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A New Edition, Revised and partly Re-wntten, with several New 
Chapters and Illustrations, crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys* 6rf. 

Jennings’ The Bosicrucians : 

Their Rites and Mysteries With Chapters on the Ancient Fire anil 
Serpent Worshippers fey Hargrave Jennings. With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illustrations, 

Small 8vo, cloth, full gilt, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 6 s. 

Kavanaghs’ Pearl Fountain, 

And other Fairy Stories By Bridgft and Julta KavaNAGH. With 
Thirty Illustrations by J Moyr Smith, 

" Genuine new forty stages of the old type* some of them as delightful as the 
host of Grtmtn’s * German Popular Stones * , • For the most fart the 

stones are downnght s thorough pomp fairy stones of the most admtrabh hind 
Mr Moyr Smith s illustrations t 0, are admirable ” — Si ectatob- 

Icip 8 vo illustrated bo irds 

Kitchen Garden f'Our) : 

The Plants w< Crow and 1 Jow we Cook T hem By Tom jFrROLD, 
Author of 1 Ik Cj ude n th it P ud the k nt Ac \Zn i ic press 

Crown 8vo ilh str ited bo ires, with numerous Pi ms 2s 61 

Lace (Old Point), and How to Copy and 

Imitate it Pv Daisy WXri RHOirst Hawkino With 17 Illustra- 
tion* by the Author 

Crown 8vu, cloth extia, with numerous Illustrations, xar 6d 

Lamb (Mary and Charles) : 

Their Poctn c I etlers and l en ains With Reminiscence^ and Notes 
by W C \\u w Ha/LH t W ith Ham ck K s Portrait of the Ess lyist, 
Facsimiles of the 1 1 U pagts of thf nre I irst Editions of Lambs and 
Coleridge s Woiks ai d numerous Illustrations 
49 Pery mam passages « ill dehr/it these fond of /tier ary trifles , hardly any 
portton wtu fat l in mtt rest for 1 1 n of C narhs La ml ind Jussis or — Standard 

Sm ill 8vo cloth exora, 5* 

Lamb’s Poetry for Children, and Prince 

Dorus Caicfulij heprinted frem unique copies. 

** The quaint and dchgJ tful l tU bo K, ottr the reeotery of which all the hearts 
of his lovers are jut warm with re/0 * — A C bwi.NUUKNK 

Crown Bvo ci jth « vtia gilt, with Portraits, 7J 6 d. 

Lamb’s Complete Works, 

In Prooe and Verse reprinted from the Original Editions, with many 
Fleets hithi to unpublished hdittd with Note? and Introduction, 
by R H Shi phi rd With Two P01 traits and Iacsimile of a Page 
of the 1 Essay on Roast Pig 

**A corrflete edition if Lambs vn tings t in prose and pepst* fas long heeys 
wanted, an l is row supplied Ike editor appears tv hams taken grefa pains 
tv bring together l and s scat ten d contnl utuws and his collect ton contains a 
immbei of pieces which an now reproduced tor the fmt time sxh.ce ffair prtgmat 
appearance ift various at i periodicals * —Sat 1 iu>a,v Review. 
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Denjy 8vo, doth extra, with Maps and IHustrationS, zti. 

Lamont’s Yachting in the Arctic Seas ; 

or, Nutes of Five Voyages of Sport and Discovery in the Neighboar- 
“°* tl optubergen and Novaya Zemlya. By Jambs Lamont, 
rt With numerous full-page Illustrations by Dr. Livesay. 

V*‘2f r through numberless volumes of icy jfictum, concocted narrative, 

*** spumous biography of Arche voyagers, it is pleasant to facet with a real and 
germoie volume* . . . He chows much tact m recounting his adventures* and 
they are so interspersed with anecdotes and information as to make them anything 
but wearisome. . . . The book, as a Whole, n the most important addition 
m d* 1° tmr r‘ rcitr “teraturr for a long time Athrn « um 

C own 8 vo, cloth extia, or. 

Lares and Penates; 

Or, llic Bcickgiound of Life By Floulnck Caddy. 

Crown 8vo t cloth, full gilt, fs. bd. 

Latter-Day Lyrics : 

Poems of Sentiment and Reflection by Living Writers ; selected and 
arranged, with Notes, by W. Davenpokj Adams. With a Note on 
some toreign Forms ot Verse, by Austin Dohson. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, full gilt, 6j. 

Leigh’s A Town Garland 

By Henry S* Lmgh, Author of ' Carols of Cockayne." 

44 // Mr Ln$/i’s terse svrrnoe to a future generation — and there ft no reason 
why that honout should not be accorded prrdm tions so delicate, so finished, and SO 
full of humour —their author will frobaoh le renumbered as the Poet $f th$ 
$tran l *’ — Athev.* UM 


Second Iidii ion.— -Crown 8vo cloth extia, with Illustrations, 6r, 

Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly Biological. 

By Andri w Wilson, F R.S E., Lecturer on Zoology and Compara- 
tive An itomy m the Edinburgh Med c U buhooi. 

“It is well when we can take up the work it a natty Qualified investigator, 
who in the inter- als of his more serious firo/esu >n < lac awn sets himulf to Unfiart 
Lnowled m su h a simple and elementary torn as may attr%ct and instruct, 
with no dinger if misleading the tyro tn na( unit c tnnee. S tth a Wt» 1 ts this 
little volume, made up of essays and address ant ten and delivered bj $>r, 
Andrew Wuson, lecturtr and exanttrur m science at Ldtrtl an h and Glasgow, at 
leisure intervals n a busy professional life . . Jh Wuson' s pages teem with 
matter sfimultUng to a healthy love of science and a re >e react for the truths 
of nature S’— { Saiuko ay Review 

Crown 8 vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, p, 6d , 

Life in Loudon; 

or, The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. With the 
whole of Cruikshank's Illustrations, in Colours, after the Originals, 
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Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, js. 6d, 

Longfellow’s Complete Prose Works* 

Including “ Outre Mer,” ‘‘Hyperion,” Kavanagh,” "The Poets 
and Poetry of Europe,” and “Driftwood.** With Portrait and IUus- 
trabons by Valentine Bromley. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, p. 6 d. 

Longfellow’s Poetical Works. 

Carefully Reprinted from the Original Editions* With numerous 
fine Illustrations on Steely and Woo d. _____ __ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5J. 

Lunatic Asylum, My Experiences in a. 

By a Sane Patient. 

" The story ts clever and interesting, sad beyond measure though the subject 
be. There is no fictional bitterness, and no violent e or anger Whatever may 
have been the evidence J or our author* s madness when he was consigned to an 
asylum, nothin? ran be clearer than his sanity when he wrote this book ; it ts 
bright, calm, and to the point " — SPKf TATOR 

Demy 8vo, with Fourteen fu’Rpage Plates, cloth boauls, 18-. 

Lusiad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into huglish Spcnseiun verse by Robert FruPwrH DurF, 
Knight Comm ind< r of the Pounjutse Royal Order ot Christ 

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by: 

In the Ardcnnos By Kuhaktni b. Macquojd. With 
SO hue Bin ' rations t v Tlio tf a E Mac > nn Uniform with “Ik ones 
and Lt cub 1 St/u re cloth e\U 1 in 6 d. 

Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Britt -ny. By 

K \ ik ia Ma< gi oil) With 1 mnirous lUusirxtioa* I'hom/s R 

Macquoid, Square o\o, i loth gilt, 10* 6 d. 

** Mr, and Mrs ATacqnoid have teen strolling in Nor*nan*iy and Brittany , 
and *he result of then obse> latirns and nseauhe* in that / uturesque lank 
of lomantu a*+th.ia to > x is an a'tfui iu e . olume , whtih is ? ei*her a work of 
travel nor a colu /ton of stems, but a booh p ir'akintt almost in equal dee fee 
or ea h of these char alters , . . The u Initiations, which a*e nvnutou , 
are drawn, as a rule, with t emarhable dr ’teat y as well as ninth true artistu 
feeing** — Dailv Nrws. 

Through. Normandy. P>y K iiharine S. Macquoid. "With 

90 Illustrations by l R Vac< uum. Squue 8vo, cloth extra, 7$ Cd 
4 * One of the fen books whu h '"an be rt ad as a piece of literature , u hi 1 st at 
the same time handy in the Inaf s ick.” — Ji«n 1 n Quari fou \ Rkvikw 

Through Brittany By Kai hakim* S, Macquoid. With 

numerous Illustrations hy Ihoi’a^ R. Macouoid* Square 8vo, u »tli 
extra, js. bet 

“ The pleasant companionship whiJb Mrs Mat quad offers, while vtandit- 
tn? from one paint of inter eh to another, rents to throw a- rentaed (harm 
around each ofi depu ted sc ene n — Mohninc Post 

Crown $vc, cloth extra, with Illustrations, sj. 6if. 

Madre N atura v. The Moloch of Fashion. 

By Luke Limner. With 3s Illustratjons by the Author* FOURTH 
Eon ion, revised and enlarged. 
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Handsomely printed in facsimile, price jf, 

Magna Charta. 

An exact Facsimile of the Original Document in the British Museum, 
printed on fine plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 3 feet wide, with the 
Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours , 

Small 8 vo, is.; cloth extra, is. 6rf. 

Milton’s The Hygiene of the Skin. 

A Concise Set of Rules for the Management of the Skm ; with Direc- 
tions for Diet, Wraes, Soaps, Baths, By J. L. Milton, Senior 
Surgeon to St. John s H sspital, 

I y the same A uthor 

The Bp thltt Diseases of the Slum bra. Svo, u.;cl. extra, \sM, 

Mallock’s (W. H.) Works : 

Is Life Worth Living P By William JIurkicll Mallock, 

New Edition, crown Svo, cloth extra, tit 

This deeply interesting volume, .... It is the most po”t>crful vin~ 
at cation of religion , bith natural and revt %lea , that km appeared since Bishop 
butler wrote, ana is much more useful than either he Analogy or the Stft+ 
nous of that great divine , as a refutation of the pei till j r form assumed by 
«,/<* infidtuty 0/ the present day . . . Dei ply f 'nloso/htcal a\ the loots 

is tlu?e is not a heavy page tn tt The writer is '/assessed,* st to speak, 
u th his gt at sulje^t, has sounded its deptt survey^ l it tn ah tti extent, 
uni hou 1 to bear on it all the re * tutus if n h, and impassioned 

?lV as *u 1 as an adequate acquaintance it til ike stunu, the p/iuosophy, 
aid the uteiature of ihi d iy — Ihish 1 ) ah V Nhvs 

The New Republic , or, Culture, I ailh, and Philosophy m an 
] n^'t^h C untry Hou e iy William Htioiu Mallqck Cheap 
1 m uon, in the “ Ma> fair I ibiar> ” P.>st bvo, < loth limp, zs 61 
The New Paul and Virginia , 01, Positivism on an IOind By 
\\ 11 liam Uuhkkil Mai lock Ch*ap Edition, m the “JViiylur Li- 
brary. ’ 8vo, cloth lunp, as 6 d 

Poems, By W. 11 Mali otk. Small 4to, bound m paichuu lit, &r. 

Mark Twain’s Works : 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain Revised and Corrected 

throufeheut by the Author. With Life, Porti-ut, and nui itrous Illustra- 
tions C town Svo, doth extra, 7 s 6a 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. By Mark Twain. With 

uo Illustrations. Small 8\ 0, rl ex , 7s 6a Chuai 1 Biuos ilfhs-t b< irds, as 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent of Europe : The Innocents 

ALioid, «nd 1 he New Pilgiun s Proffro>s ly Makic 1 w *IN» PobtS'o, 
ll'u tratal boards, as. 

An tdle Excursion, end other Sketches. By Mark Twain. 

P >st 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s 

A Tramp Abroad Ly Mark T\v vin. With 314 Illustrations. 

C own dvo, doth <\tra, 7 s Cd 

** I ie fun and hn l ernes s if the lonciption, of *uiich no hvm man but 
Mitrh I warn u cap ibat, Us gra e and tantivy a uf r lyness the wonderful 
ftnmffor^tmnmls p at ts me insist in etny Itru /it At 0/ all this episidt of 
ytui ihtksrtmd hssjay $ a pttic f work thit is not tu y y tultrktj uf a viete 
f coding , bit also of a nigh d ^/u of mint as hiei atui t J he 000k is 

full of food things, ana contains bassn^ * s atui ep*s j hs that are equal to the 
funniest of those tout km e gone ol /or~ — Aihbkai m. 



BOOK’S PUBLISHED BY 


Post 8vo, cloth limp, as, 6d, per vol, 

Mayfair Library, The : 

The New Republic. By W, H. Muse* ®f May! 

Mali ock. H. Ckolmowdeu 

The New Paul and Virginia* Gastronomy as 

By W, H. Mallock. Brillat-SaVami 

The True History of Joshua Original Plays. 

Davidson. By E Lynn Linton. Carols of Cocka 

OldStoriesHe-told. By Walter g, Lmcn 

Tho»n buky Literary Frivol 

Thoreau i His Life and Aims. hollies and Frol 

By H. A, Page, T Douson. 

By Stream and Sea, By Wil- Pencil and Pal- 

liam Senior cal Anecdotes t 

Jeuxd’Eaprit. Edited by Henry porary Painter*, 

S. Leigh. Pictures Lost, St 

JPunmna. By the Hon. Hugh i'“ ^ p,uure 

R-OW I HY. j IV r M I " 

*h 5 LuS 5!3^ By the IIon ' 

Ruck on Pegasus. By II. w“hsmlnti«<iuui 

Cholmonoflkv -Pen nhll. The Book of 

The Speeches of Charles I <] us A Uuhem. 

Du kens AN ith C hapters on Did # ns Ilun.oius ind l i 

a> a Letter-Writer, Poet, and Public j Uoth ’* 1 \ Jac >1 
Reader I 


Muftas of Mayfair. Edited hy 

H. Cholmon deuty* Pennell. 

Gastronomy aa a Fine Art By 

Brillat-SaVamn, [beat. 

Original Play*. By W. S. GiX- 
Oarola of Cockayne. By Henry 
S, Leigh 

Literary Frivolities, Fancies* 

be>Uit% and Frohc* By WuitiAM 
T Douscw. 

Pencil and Palette ; Biographi- 
cal Aner dotes chitfly ot Cmtem- 
porary Pa niters, with Go*np About 
Pictures Lost, Stolen, and I'Vged, 
dso Great Pioture^alcs. By Rjblri 
Kkmh 

The Agony Column of ‘The 

lime./* from r 800 10 1870 Edited, 
with an Intioduction, bv \i icr Clay 
lAerrl ready 

The Book of Clerical Anec- 

d tt s A Gathei mg of the Aniiqiui ies, 
Ihm.oius md T c centricitir >1* [he 
Uoth ’* 1 5 Jac hj Lauwo m 

[ Yearly ready. 


%* Other Volumes are in preparation. 

New Novels. 

OUIDA'S NEW WORK 

A VILLAGE COMMUNE. By Ouipa* Two Vols , crown 

8vo, cloth e\tra. [Just ready 

JAMES PAYNE NEW A OVhl 

A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. By Jam* s Fa\n. With 12 

lllustwtJons l y Ah HR k Hoi KINS. 1 hiec VoL , f rown S\ o. 

NR W NOVEL BY JULIAN HA WT I/O A NE 

ELLICE QUENTIN, ami other Stones. By Julian Haw- 

1 hoe^k. 1 wo Vols , a own 8vo 

MR I R A AT ILL ON * S NEW NOVLl . 

QUEEN COPHETUA. By R. E. Francili on. Three Vols., 

t rowr Sv o 

MRS, HUN'l *S NEW HOVEL 

THE LEADEN CASKET, By Mrs. A I frld W. Hunt. 

Three Vols,, crown 8vo 

NEW NOVEL BY MRS. LINTON . 

THE REBEL OP THE FAMILY, By E, LXNN LTNTON. 

I hre Vols., crown 8vo, 


NEW HOVEL by the AUTHORS OF “RE 4DY-MON&Y MORTIMOV** 
THE TEN YEARS’ TENANT, Mid oOmV' Bf 

WAm r <mu Jambs, Rum, Xbrw Vol*., <x*»n rlyrutfy 
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Small Bvo, doth Hmp, with Illustrations, at. 6d. 

Miller’s Physiology for the Young; 

0r» The House of Life : Human Physiology, with «$ Applications to 
the Preservation of Health, For use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs, F. Fenwick Miller. 

"An admirable introduction to a subject which all who value health and enjoy 
life should have at their fingers' ends.** - Echo. 

Square 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, pr. 

North Italian Folk. 

By Mrs. Comyns Carr. Illustrated by Randolph Caldecott. 

" A delightful book , of a K tf d which ts fay too rare If anyone wants to really 
know the North Italian folk, we can honestly advtse hint to omit the wiirtuy, and 
sit down to read Mrs. Carr's pages wstt ad. . . , Description with llrs Carr 
ts a real gift. . . It ts rarely that a book ts so happily illustrated 
•nsMPOK a ry^ Review. __ _____ — 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Vignette Portraits, price dr. per Vo4. 

Old Dramatists, The : 

Ben Jenson's Works. bv At gkrnon Charlbs Swmstnwa. 

With Notes, Critical and Explanatory, Vol. I II. the IWbUtions oi the Iliad 

and a H log up hi cal Memoir by Wil- and Odysse y 

LIAM GiiiOPli. Edited by Colonel MarlOW© S Works. 

Cunningham, Three Vols. Inch ding his Translations,. Edited, 

Notes and Introduction* by CoL 

Chapman's Works. Cunningham. One Vol. 

Now Fust Collected. Complete in Massinger's Plays. 

Three Vols Voh 3. contain-, the Play., V’lom the Text of Wit i iam Gifford. 

complete, including tht doubtful ones; With the additi >n of the Tragedy cl 

Vol II. the Poems and Minor Irau.»- '‘Relieve as you Lwt.*' Edited by 

lations, with an Introductory Exbay Col. Cunningham. One Vol. 

Crown 8vo, red cloth extra, 5s, each. 

Ouida’s Novels— Library Edition. 

Held in Bondage. By Ouida. Dog of Flanders. By Ouida. 

Strathmore. By Ouida. Pascarel, By Out da* 

Chandos. By Ouida. Two Wooden Shoes. By Ouida. 

Tinder Two Flags. By Ouida. Signa. By Ouxda. 

Idalia. By Ouida. In a Winter City. By Our da. 

Cecil Castlemaine. By Ouida. Ariadne. f By Ouida. 

Triootrin. By OurpA. Friendship. By Ouida. 

Puck, By Ouida, Moths. By Ouida. 

Folle FArine. By Ouida. 

*** Also a Cheap Edition of all but the last, post 8vo, illustrated boaids, 
gj . each. _ ___ _ _ 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, ij, 6 d. 

Parliamentary Procedure, A Popular Hand- 

bo ok o f. By Hen ry W. Lucy. 

Crown H^o« doth extra, with Portrait and Illustrations, fs, 6 d. 

Poe’sChoice Prose and Poetical Works. 

With gAfthl&MdR&'s "Essay." 
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BOOKS FUBmmd BY 


Crown 8vo, carefully printed on creamy paper, and tastefully bound 
in cloth for the Library, price 3 u td, each. 

Piccadilly Novels, The. \ > ■ 

Jjnptiter ftc Bcsft 

READY-MONEY MQRTIBOY. By W. Besant and James Rice, 
my LITTLE GIRL. By W. Bksant and James Rice. 

THE CASE OF MR. LUCRAFT. By W. Besant and James Rice. 
THIS SON OF VULCAN. By W. Besant and James Rice. 
WITH HARP AND CROWN. By W. Besant and James Rice. 
TOTS GOLDEN BUTTERFLY. By W. Bksant and James Rjc fr. 

With a Frontispiece by F. S. Walker. 

BY CELIA’S ARBOUR. By W. Besant and James Rice. 

THE MONKS OF THELEMA. By W. Bf.san v and James Rice. 
’TWAS IN TRAFALGAR’S BAY. By W. Besant A James Rice. 
THE SEAMY SIDE. By Walter Besant and James Rite. 
ANTONINA. By Wilkie Collins, Illustrated by Sir J. Gilbert 

and Alfred Concankn. 

BASIL. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert 

and J. Mahoney. 

HIDE AND SEEK. By Wilkik Collins. Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbert and J. Mahoney. 

THE DEAD SECRET. By Wilkie Collins, Illustrated by Sir 

John Gilbert and H. Furniss, 

QUEEN OP HEARTS. By Wilkik Collins. Illustrated l»y Sir 
John GiMibkt and A. Concankn. 

MY MISCELLANIES. By Wilkie Collins. With Steel For- 
trait, and Illustrations by A. Concanen. 

THE WOMAN IN WHITE. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated 
by Sir J , Gilbert and F. A. Fraser. 

THE MOONSTONE. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by G. 
Du Maurier and F. A. Fraser. 

MAN AND WIFE. By Wn.Kir. Collins, must, by Wm. Small. 
POOR MISS PINCH. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by G. 
Du Mauris, and Edwari. Hughes. 

MISS OR MRS. P By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by S, L. 

Fjldks and Henry Woods. 

THE NEW MAGDALEN. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by 
G. Du Maurier and C. S. Reinhart. 

THE FROZEN DEEP. By Wilkte Collins. Illustrated by G. 

Du Mauribr and J. Mahoney, 

THE LAW AND THE LADY. By Wilkie Collins. Illus- 

trated by S. L r Fildes and Sydney Hall. 

THE TWO DESTINIES. By Wilkie Collins. 

THE HAUNTED HOTEL. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by 

Arthur Hopkins. ' , >, ' • 

THE FALLEN LEAVES. By WiLKIB CQLUNS’. . 
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Piccadilly Novels — continued . 

JEZEBEL’S DAUGHTER, , By Wilkie Collins. 
DECEIVERS EVER. By Mrs. H. Lovett Cameron. 
JULIET’S GUARDIAN. By Mrs. H. Lovett CamkroN. Bins- 

trated by Valkntine Bromley. , . 

FELICIA. RyM. Bstham -Edwards. Frontispiece by W. Bowies. 
OLYMPIA. By R. E. Francillon. 

GARTH. By J ulian Haw thorn f„ 

ROBIN GRAY. By Charles Giiiiion. 

FOR LACE OF GOLD By Charles Gibbon. 

IN LOVE AND WAR. By Charles Gibbon. 

WHAT WILL THE WORLD SAY P By Charles Gibbon. 

FOR THE KING. By Charles Gibbon. 

IN HONOUR ROUND. By Charles Gibbon. 

QUEEN OF THE MEADOW. By Charles Gibbon. Illus- 
trated by Arthur Hopkjn.s. 

UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. By Thomas Hardy. 
THORNIOROPT’S MODEL. By Mrs. A. W. Hunt. 

FATED TO BE FREE. By Jean Inuklow. 

CONFIDENCE. By IJiSNRY James, J#o. 

THE QUEEN OF CONNAUGHT. By Harriett Jay. 

THE DARK COLLEEN. By Harriett Jay. 

NUMBER SEVENTEEN. By Henry Kingsley. 

OAKSHOTT CASTLE. By Henry Kingsley, With a Frontis- 

piece by Shirlky Hodson. 

PATRICIA KEMBALL. By E. Lynn Linton. With a Frontis- 
pieceby G. Du Mai'rjkr. 

THE ATONEMENT OF LEA.M DTJNDAS. By E. Lywn 
Linton. With a Fiontispiece by Hknry Wo<ifK. 

THE WORLD WELL LOST. By E, Lynn Linton. Illustrated 
by f. Lawson ^nd Henry French. 

UNDER WHICH LORD ? By E. Lynn Ltntov. 

WITH A SILK CN THREAD. By E. Lynn Linton. 

THE WATERDALE NEIGHBOURS. tty JUsTiN McCarthy, 
MY ENEMY'S DAUGHTER. By Justin McCarthy. 
LINLEY ROCHFORD. By Justin McCarthy, 

A FAIR SAXON. By Justin McCarthy. 

DEAR LADY DISDAIN. By Justin McCarthy. 

MISS MISANTHROPE . By Justjn McCarthy. Illustrated by 
Arthur HopRws. 

DONNA 'QUIXOTE. By Justin McCarthy. Illustrated by 

An'riiuR liopKHjts. 1 

QUAKER COUSINS. By Agnes Macilaijll. 

LOSTRQSE. By Katharine S, Macquod. - • 
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Piccadilly Hovels — continued , . 

THE EVIL EYE, and other Stories, By Katharine S. Mao 

<*uom. Illustrated by Thomas R. Macquoid and Percy Macquoid. 

OPEN ! SESAME 1 By Florence Marry at. Illustrated 3b| 
F. A. Fraser. 

TOUCH AND GO. By Jean Middlemass, 

WHITELADIES. By Mrs. Ouphant. With Illustrations by A, 
Hopkins and H. Woods, a 

THE BEST OF HUSBANDS. By James Payn. Illustrated by 

J. Moyr Smith. 

FALLEN FORTUNES. By James Payn. 

HALVES. By James Payn. With a Frontispiece by Mahoney. 
WALTER’S WORE. By James Payn. Illust, by J. Move Smith. 
WHAT HE COST HER. By James Payn. 

LESS BLACK THAN WE’RE PAINTED. By JAMES Payn, 
BY PROXY. By James Payn. Illustrated by Arthur Hopkins. 
UNDER ONE ROOF. By James Payn. 

HIGH SPIRITS. By James Payn. 

HER MOTHER’S DARLING. By Mrs. J. H. Rtddell. 
BOUND TO THE WHEEL. By John Saunders. 

GUY WATERMAN. By John Saunders. 

ONE AGAINST THE WORLD. By Tohn Saunders. 

THE LION IN THE PATH. By John Saunders. 

THE WAY WE LIVE NOW. By Anthony Trollope. JHust. 
THE AMERICAN SENATOR. By Anthony Trollope. 
DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND. By T. A. Trollope. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 

Popular Novels, Cheap Editions of. 

[Wilkie Collins' Novels and Bfsant and Rice’s Novels may also be had ia 
cloth limp at as. fxi, See, too, the Piccadilly Novels, for Library Editions 


Maid. Wife, or Widow? By 

Mrs. Alexander. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. By 
Waiter Besant and James Rice. 
The Golden Butterfly. By Au- 
thors of “ Ready- Money Mortiboy.” 
This Son of Vulcan. By the same. 
My Little Girl. By the same. 
The Case of Mr.vLuoraft. By 

Authors of “Ueady-MoneyMortiboy." 

With Harp and Crown. By 

Authorst of “Ready *MtmeyMortiboy.” 
The Monks of Thelema. By 
Walter Bbsant and James Rice. 


By Celia’s Arbour. By Walter 
Bf.sant and James Rice. 

’Twas in Trafalgar’s Bay. By 
Walter Besant and James Rice. 
Juliet’s Guardian. By Mrs, II, 
Lovett Cameron. 

Surly Tim. By F. H. Burnett. 
The Cure of Souls, By Mac- 

la ren Cobban, 

The Women in White. By 

Wilkie Collins.. , , ■ . ? 

Antonins. ByWi^toCoLmrs. 
Basil By WitKlE Colons* 
Hide and Seek. , By thesame. ■ 
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Popular Novels — continued . 

The Queen of Hearts. By 

VfiuciR Collins. 

The Dead Secret. By the same. 
My Miscellanies. By the same. 
The Moonstone. By the same. 
Man and Wife. By the same. 
Poor Miss Pinch. By the same. 
Miss or Mrs. P By the same. 
TheNewKagdalen. By the same. 
The Frozen Deep. By the same. 

The Law and the Lady. By 

Wilkie Collins. 

The Two Destinies. By Wilkie 
Collins. 

The Haunted Hotel. By W ilki e 

Collins. 

Roxy. By Edward Eggleston. 
Felicia. M. Bet ham-Ed wards. 
Filthy Lucre. By Albany dk 

Fonblan<juk. 

Olympia. By R. E. Francillon. 
Robin Gray. By Chas. Gibbon. 
For Lack of Gold, By Charles 
Gibbon. 

What will the World Say ? By 

ClirtltLLb Gi»iv>n. 

In Love and. War. By Charles 
Gibbon. 

For the King* By Charles 
Gibbon. 

In Honour Bound. By Chas. 

Gibbon. 

Dick Temple. By James 

Greenwood. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By Thomas Hardy., 

An Heiress of Red Dog. By 
Bret Haute. 

The Luck of Roaring Oamp. 

By Beet Harts. 

Gabriel Conroy. Bret Harte. 
Fated to be Free* By Jean 

rimmpw* ;; c ' ■*■* / 

Gonddenoe* ^'Rwriy James, 
Jim* - , l,, ‘/ * ' 1 


The Queen of Connaught. By 

Harriett Jav; 

The Dark Colleen. By the sahae. 
Number Seventeen. By Henry 

Kingsley. 

Oakshott Castle. By the same* 
Patricia Kemball. By E. Lynn 

Linton. 

The Atonement of LeamDundas 
By l£. Lynn Linton. 

The World Well Lost. By E. 

Lynn Linton. 

The Water dale Neighbours. 

F.y Justin McCarthy, 

My Enemy's Daughter. Do. 
Linley Rochford. By the same. 
A Fair Saxon. By the same. 
DearLadyDisdain. By the same. 
Miss Misanthrope. By Justin 
McCarthy. 

Lost Rose. By Katharine S. 

M ACQUOtU. 

The Evil Eye. By the same. 
Open I Sesame l By Florence 

Mark vat. 

Whiteladies. Mrs. Olifhant. 
Held in Bondage. By Ouida. 
Strathmore. By Ouida. 
Chandos. By Ouida. 

Under Two Flags. By Ouida. 
Idalia. By Ou ipa. 

Cecil CastJemaine. By Ouida. 
Tricotrin. By Ouida, 

Puck. By Ouida. 

Foils Farine. By OuidA. 

Dog of Flanders. By Ouida. 
Pascarel. By Ouida. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. By 
Ouida. * f 
Signa. By Ouida. 

In a Winter City. By Ouida. 
Ariadne. By Ouida. 
Friendship. By Ouida. 
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PoruLAft. N o vrxs — continued. 
Fallen Fortunes, By J. Payn. 
Halves. By James Payn. 

What He Cost Her. By ditto. 

By Proxy. By James Payn. 

Leas Black than' We’re Painted. 

By James Payn. 

The Best of Husbands. Do. 
Walter's Word, By J. Payn. 

The Mystery of Marie Beget. 

By Edgar A. Poe. 

Her Mother’s Darling. By Mrs. 

J, H. Riddell. 

Gaslight and Daylight. By 

George Augustus Sala. 

Bound to the Wheel. By J ohn 

Saunders. 

Guy Waterman. J. Saunders, j 


One Against the World. By 

John Saunders. 

The Lion in the Path. By John 

and Katherine Saunders. 

Tales for the Marines. By 

Walter Thornbury. 

The Way we Live Now. By 

Anthony Trollope. 

The American Senator. By 

Anthony Trollope. 

Diamond Cut Diamond. By 

T. A. Trollope. 

An Idle Excursion. By Mark 

Twain. 

Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 

By Mark Twain, 

A Pleasure Trip on the Conti- 

nent of Europe. By Mark Twain, 


Faip. 8 vo, picture covers, is. each, 

Jeff Briggs's Love Story. By Bret IIarte. 

The Twins of Table Mountain. By Bret 13 arte. 

Mrs. Gainsborough’s Diamonds. By Julian Hawthorne. 
Kathleen Mavouraeen. By the Author of “That Lass o' Lowrie’s. ’ 
Lindsay’s Luck. By the Author of •* That Lass o’ Lowrie’s.” 
Pretty Polly Pemberton, By Author of “ That La*s o’ Lowrie’s.” 
Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. Pirkis. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Planche.— Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879. 

ByJ- ft. PLANf iTP. Edited, With an Introduction, by lus Daughter, 
MlS. MAC KAKNESf.. 


Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extia, with Illustrations, 10 s t 6 d. 

Plutarch’s Lives oi Illustrious Men. 

Translated from the Greek, with Notes, Critical and Historical, and a 
Life of Plutarch, by John and Willtam Langhokne. New Edi- 
tion, with Medallion Portraits. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. 

Primitive Manners and Customs. 

By Jamev A. Far res. 

“ A book which is really both instructive and amusing, and which will open a 
new field of thought to many readers.*’ — Athenaeum. 

“An admirable example of the application of the scientific method and the 
Working of the truly scientific spirit.'**- Saturday Review* 
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Small 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 3 s t 6 d . 

Prince of Argolis, The : 

A Story of the Old Greek Fairy Time, By J, Moyr Smith. With 
130 Illustrations by the Author, 


Proctor's (R. A.) Works: 

Easy Star Lessons for Young Learners. With Star Maps for 

Every Night in the Year, Drawings of the Constellations, & c. By KicbAkd 
A. Proctor, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6e. [/» preparation* 

Myths and Marvels of Astronomy, By Rich. A. Proctor, 

Author of “ Other World . than Ours,”&c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Pleasant Ways In Science. By Richard A. Proctor, 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Rough Ways made Smooth : A Series of Familiar Essays on 

Scientific Subjects. By'R.. A. Proctor, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Our Place among Infinities : A Series of Essays contrasting 

our Little Abode in Space and Time with the Infinities Around us. By 
Kjchard A. Proctor. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

The Expanse of -Heaven : A Series of Essays on the Wonders 

of the Firmament. By Richard A, Proctor. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6r, 

Wages and Wants of Science Workers. By Richard A. 

Proctor, Crown 8vo f is. 6d. •» 

"Mr. Proctor \ of all writers of our time, best conforms to Matthew 
Arnold's < once ft ion of a man of culture , in that he strives to humanise 
knowledge and divest it of whatever is harsh, crude , or technical , and to 
makes it a si'urce of happiness and brightness for all." — WestmINSTKK 
Review. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, ys. 6 d. 

Pursuivant of Arms, The; 

or, Heraldry founded upon Facts. A Popular Guide to the Science of 
Heraldry. By J. R. Planchk. Somerset Herald. With Coloured 
Frontispiece, Plates, and 200 Illustrations. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, js. 6 d t 

Rabelais' Works. 

Faithfully Translated from the French, with variorum Notes, and 
numerous characteristic Illustrations by Gustave Dore. 

ff His buffoonery was not merely Brutus's rough skin , which contained a rod 
of gold: it was necessary as an amulet against the monks and legates; and 
M must be classed with the greatest creative minds in the world— with Shake- 
speare, with Dante, and with Cervantes.” S. T. Coleridge. 


Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations,* and a beautifully 
executed Chart of the various Spectra, 7 s. 6d % 

Rambosson’s Astronomy. 

By J. Rambosson, Laureate of the Institute of France. Translated 
1 by C. B. Pitman. Profusely Illustrated. 
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Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Richardson’s (Dr.) A Ministry of Health, 

and other Papers, By Benjamin Ward Richardson, M.D., &c. 

'* This highly interesting volume contains upwards of nine addresses, written 
in the authors well-known style , and full of great and good thoughts. . . . The 
work is, like all those of the author , that of a man 0/ genius, of great power, of 
experience, and noble independence of thought Popular Science Review. 

Square 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, ioj. 6d. 

Rimmer’s Our Old Country Towns. 

With over 50 Illustrations. By Alfred Rtmmer. \ Nearly ready. 

Handsomely printed, price 55; 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; 

or, A List of the Principal Warriors who came over from Normandy 
with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country, A.D. 1066-7. 
Printed on fine plate paper, nearly three feet by two, with the prin- 
cipal Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 

Two Vols., large 4to, profusely Illustrated, hall-morocco, £2 16s. 

Rowlandson, the Caricaturist. 

A Selection from his Works, with Anecdotal Descriptions of his Famous 
Caricatures, and a Sketch of his Life, Times, and Contemporaries. 
With nearly 400 Illustrations, mostly in Facsimile of the Originals. By 
Joseph Gkego, Author of “James Gillray, the Caricaturist; bis Life, 
Works, and Times." 

4 ‘ Mr. Grego's excellent account of the works of Thomas Rowlandson . , . 

illustrated with some 400 $pi~'Ud, o’ curate, and clever tmn\> rifts from his 
designs. . . . The thanks of all who care Jar what is original and personal m 

art are due to Mr. Grego for the fains he has been at, ana the time he has ex- 
pended, in the preparation oj this very pleasant , very careful \ and adequate 
memorial f — P all Mall Gazette. 


Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 4 s. 6d. each. 


“ Secret Out” Series, 

The Pyrotechnist’s Treasury ; 

or. Complete Art of Making Fire- 
works. By Thomas Kentish. With 
numerous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing : 

A Collection of Graceful Arts, Games, 
Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. By 
Frank Bellkw. 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky t 

Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult 
Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of Hand. 
Edited by W. H. Cremer. 300 Illus- 
tx&tions. 

The Merry Circle: 

A Book of New Intellectual Games 
and Amusements. By Clara Bellew. 
Mary Illustrations. 


The. 

Magician's Own Book : 

Performances with Cups and Balls. 
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All 
from Actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. Ckkmbr. zoo Illustrations. 

Magic No Mystery : 

Tricks with Cards,’ Dice, Balls, &c., 
with fully descriptive Directions ; the 
Art of Secret Writing ; Training of 
Performing Animals, &c. Coloured,, 
Frontispiece and many Illustrations. 

The Secret Out : 

One Thousand Tricks with Cards, and 
other Recreations ; with Entertaining 
Experiments in Drawing-room or 
“ White Magic," By w, H. Grbmsr. 
■too Engravings, 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6 s. 

Senior’s Travel and Trout in the Antipodes. 

An Angler's Sketches in Tasmania and New Zealand, By William 1 
Senior (“Red Spinner"), Author of “ Stream and Sea.*' 

“ In every way a happy production . . . . What Turner effected in colour on 
canvas, Mr. Senior may be said to effect by the force oj a practical m , nd i in loot* 
guage that is magnificently descriptive , on his subject . There is in both painter 
and writer the same magical combination of idealism and sealism, and the same 
hearty appreciation for all that is sublime and pathetic in natural scenery. That 
there is an undue share oj travel to the number oj trout caught, is certainly nod 
Mr. Senior's fault ; but the comparative s< airily of the prince of fishes is 
adequately atoned for , in that the writer was led Pretty well through all the 

glorious scenery of * he antipodes iu quest of him So great is the charm and 

the freshness and the ability op the book , that it is hard to put it down wnen once 
taken up.”— Home News. 

Shakespeare : 

Shakespeare, The First Folio. Mr. William Shakespeare's 

Comedies., Histories, and Tragedies. Published according to the true 
Original! Copies. London, Printed by Isaac Iagoard and Ed. Bnoiwr, 
162J, — A Repi eduction of the extremely rare original, in reduced facsimile 
by a photographic process— ensuring Lhe strictest accuracy in every detail. 
Small 8vo, half-Roxbuighe, 1:04.6 d. 

*' To Messrs. Chatto and Windus belongs the merit of having done more 
to facilitate the critical study of ike text of out great dramatist than all the 
Shakespeare clubs and societies put together , A complete facsimile of the 
celebrated First Folio edition of 1623 for kail a -guinea is at once a miracle of 
cheapness and enterprise. Being in a reduced form , the type is necessarily 
rather diminutive , but it is as distinct as in a genuine copy of the original ( 
and will be found to be as useful and far more handy to the student than the 
latter . ” — Athenaeum. 

Shakespeare. The Lansdowne. Beautifully printed m red 
and black, in small but very cle..r type. With engraved facsimile of 
Dkokshout’s Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth exit a, 7 s. bd. 

Shakespeare for Children : Tales from Shakespeare. Bv 

Cuaki.es am! Mary Lamb. With numerous Illustrations, coloured and 
plain, by J. Moyr Smith. Crown 4to, doth gilt, ios. 6 d. 

Shakespeare Music, The Handbook of. Being an Account of 
Three Hundred and Fifty Pitres of Musk, set to Words taken from the 
Plays and Poems of Shakespeare, the compositions ranging from the Eliza- 
bethan Age to i he Present Time. l»y Alfred Rofff. 410, haif-Roxbttrghe, 
7 * 

Shakespeare, A Study of. By Algernon Charles Swin- 

burne. Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, 8r. 

f Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with to full-page Tinted Illustrations, 

V ' 7 s * 6* 

Sheridan’s Complete Works, 

with Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, printed 
fron^lthe Original Editions, his Works in I ■‘rose and Poetry, Transla- 
tions; Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. ; -swith a Collection of Sheridaiiiana, 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7 s. 6 d. 

Signboards : 

Their History, With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
Characters. By Jacob Larwood and John Camden Hotten. 
With nearly 100 Illustrations. 

r# Even if we were ever so maliciously inclined \ we could not flick out alt Messrs « 
Larwood and Hotted s fl turns, because the good things are so numerous as to defy 
the most wholesale depredation — Times. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6 j, 6 d. 

Slang Dictionary, The : 

Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. An Entirely New 
Edition , revised throughout, and considerably Enlarged, 

“ JVe are glad to see the Slang Diction** y reprinted and enlarged. Froma hi'k 
scientific floint of view this hook is not to be despised. Of course it cannot fail to 
be amusing also. It contains the very votabvlmy of unrestrained humour, and 
oddity, andgrotesquenest. In a word , it provides valuable material both for the 
student of language and the student of human nature." — Alaukmy. 

Exquisitely pnntedjn miniature, doth extra, gilt edges, 21. bd. 

Smoker’s Text-Book, The. 

By |. Hami;r, F.R.S.L. 

Crown 8vo, c»oih extra, 5?. 

Spalding’s Elizabethan Demonology : 

An Essay in Illustration of the Belief in the Exigent 0 of Devils, and 
the Powers possessed by them, with Special Reference to Sh.ikspere 
and his Works, By T. Alfred Spalding, LL.R. 

'* A very thoughtful and weighty book, w/iich < a Knot hi. i be welcome lo every 
eat tu si st •tden t. ' ’ — Ac a v i:wy. 

Crown 4to, unitorm wi.h " Chaucer for Children," with Coiouted 
Illustrations, cloth gilt, ioj. 6 d. 

Spenser for Children. 

By M. H. Towry. With Illustiations in Colours by Walter J. 
Morgan. 

**Spehser has simply been transferred into plain prose, with here and there a 
line or stanza quoted, where the meaning <nd ike diction are within a child’s 
comprehension, and additional point is thus given to the narrative without ths 
ops* of obscurity. . . , Altogether the work has been well and care fully none 
- Thu Times. 


Post cJv9, cloth extra, 5J. 

Stories about Number Nip, 

'I he Spirit of the Uiant Mountains. Retold lor Children, by Walter 
( jRAHAME, With Illustrations by J. Move SmT'iii. 

L>erny Svo, cloth extra. Illustrated, 21 j. 

Sword, The Book of the : 

Being a History of the Sword, and its Use, in all Times and. in all 
Countries. By Captain Richard Burton. With- numerous Illustra- 
tions. [/# preparation, 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 95. 

Stedman’s Victorian Poets: 

Critical Essays. By Edmund Clarence Stedman. 

** We ought to be thankful to those who do critical work with competent shill 
and understanding. Mr. Stedman deserves tie thanks of English scholars^ 
» . , . he is faithful , studious % and discerning . " — SATURDAY Kbvjjkw. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ys, 6 d. 

Strutt’s Sports and Pastimes of the People 

of England ; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May 
Games, Mummeries, S^ows, Processions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Easiest Period to the Present Time. With 140 
Illustxalions. Edited b. William Hone. 


Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d, 

Swift’s Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, and Facsimiles of the 
Maps m the Original Edition of 0 Gulliver’s Travels.” 


Swinburne’s Works : 

The Queen Mother and Rosa- 
mond. Fcup. i’vu, 54. 

£ PUant a in Galydon. 

A N,;w Fditiou. Crown 8vo, txs . 

CnastfdarcL 

A Tragedy. Cioivti 8vo, 74, 

Po*ms and Ballads. 

First Sit mrs. l-'cup. 8vo, 94. ALo 
a, crown Svo, at muk* puce. 

Poems and Hollads. 

Ski UNO Skriks. Fop. 8 vo, 94. Also 
• d ciowu 8 vo, j£ mu [trice. 

Dotes on “Poems and Bal- 

l'uls.” Svo, 14 . 

William Blake : 

A Ci ideal Kv,\> With Facsimile 
Paintings, Demv Svu, 164. 

Songs before Sunrise, 

Crown Svo, 10 s. id. 


Both well ; 

A Tragedy. Crown Svo, szs. 6d. 

Georgy Chapman : 

An t L.:.»:iy. Oowti Svo, 7s, 

Songs of Two Nations. 

C;o\\n Svo, bs. 

Essays and Studies. 

Ciown Svo, 1 a.r. 

Erechtheus : 

A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 64. 

Note of an English Republican 

on the Muscovite Crusade, Svo, is, 
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. 

Crown Svo, 64, 

A Study of Shakespeare. 

Crown 8 vo, 84. 

Songs of the Spring-Tides. Cr. 

8\o, cloth extra, 64. 


’ Nh W ! ’■ V, VME OF POEMS BY ME. S WiN ll UK NIC, 

Crown S»n, clot!’, cxtia, 74. 

Studies in Soar; By Alcekno.n Ciiarlin Swinburne. 

Contents Suns for the Ctntfcmry of Waltei Savage Landoi— Off Shore — 
After Nine Yeuis- For a Portrait of Felice Orsini — Evening on the Broads— The 
Kmmuoi^ Progress — The Resurrection of Alciha— The Fourteenth of July — A 
P<flR.g Song- —By the Noitli Sea. — &c. 


»■ Medium 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations* 6 d. 

Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours, 

in .Search of the Picturesque, in Search of Consolation, and in Search 
of I Wife. With the whole of Rowlandson’s droll page Illostra- 
tioftMti Colours, anti Life of the Author by J. C. Hotten. 
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Four Vols. small 8vo, doth boards, 30s. t 

Tame’s History of English Literature. ■ 

Tra**slatcd by HenkY Van Latin. 

*V* Afeo a Popu lar E dition, m Two Vols. crown 8vo» doth extras 151* 
Crown 3vo, cloth gilt, profusely Illustrated, Sr. 

Tales of Old Thule. 

Collected and Illustrated by J. Moyh Smith. 

**ft if not *kat we meet with a volume offmry fates pa ssessmpmtne fully 

twdonbk recommendation of absorbing interest and purity 0/ tone than does the 
pmt before us containing a collection op ‘ Pales of Old fkulc ' These come, to 
say the has*, near fulfilling the idea of perfect work* op the kind; and the illus- 
trations spit A which the Volume ts embellished are equally exce ’lent . , We 

commend the book to parents and teachers as an admirable gift to there children 
and pupils Ln rraky Woki d 

One Vol crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys 

Taylor’s (Tom) Historical Dramas: 

M Clancartv/’ “Jeanne Dare," “ ' Twixt Axe and < row»,” "The Fool & 
Revenge/ “ ArkWnght & Wife/ “ Anne Polt \ n “ Hot and Passion " 
V The Plays may also be had separately, at 1 b each 

Ci own 8 vo, cloth extra, with ( oloured Front! piece and numerous 
Illustrations, y\ 6 d. 

Thackerayana : 

Notes and Anecdotes Illustrattd by a profusion of Sketches by 
William Maklplac r T hackf ray, dtpictwg Humorous Incide-ts 
Sn his School-hfe, and Favourite Chirm tt rs in the books of his t very- 
dhy^eadnig. With Hundreds of Wood Engraving , facsimiled from 
Mr- Thackeray s Original Drawings 

**Ft would have Been a real lost to bibliographical lUertt*ure had cobynpA* 
difficulties deprived the general public of this ten amusutj^ tolhdion One i * 
1 TJuu'htfuy \ habits, from his schoolboy days , was to ornament the mnrgms at n 
plAuk Pages at the books he had m use with cariuct *ure tuustrflt»aoi of thnt 
contents. 7 At* gave special value to the sale of L t / **>a*v, and ts almost cau t 
per regret that xt could not have been preserved tn its integrity J hat Let ay 4 
place in literature ts eminent enough to have puttie this an interest to fuiupt 
gfimaium&t ?he anonymous editor has done th* bet* that he could to camper 
sale for the lack of t*us It is an admiral* « addendum, not only to his ouuttd 
wsrh f but also to anv memoir op fan t that has been, or that ts Ukely *0 be, 
Urittm '^-British Qi Atn erly Ruvta w 

Crown 8 vo, cloth extri with nnuurous TUustr itions ys t>d 

Thornbury’s (Walter) Haunted London. 

A N«w Edition, edited by Edward Walford, M.A., with numerom 
Utetrations by f . W. Fairholi, F S.A. 

Mr ThOrfaburr Knew and loved hts London. . . Ht h xd lead much * 
tory.and every fa daps and every court had aSfoctatiom for him His men ry 
md nit poMeoks were stored with anecdote, and, as be had unj ufot skill it ih 
mm$r of nsrratton u will be reaath believed that vken he tool to vnpteu a u 
book about thgpldres he knew and cate* for, the said book wouft be cl srmtfi, 
CAiW 'Mrijfdki volume bejore us certainly u ft may be begun m the, beftt&ing, 0 " 
meddle, 0* <ndi tt is all omr wherever one fehts, there is some pTeJairfatt 
mrtowt fot o, pgosgtpt tom* amusing fragment of Mission or potdatipu fJWVAWr 

' 1,1 , Lt id. x 









